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Art. I.— Lutéce. Lettres sur la Vie Politique, Artistique, et 
Sociale de la France. Par Henri Heine. 


Tuts book has but little to do with Heine the poet, Heine 
the fantasist,— with the Heine of the Neue Gedichte, the 
Buch der Lieder, the Romanzero, whose words go so well 
together with Schubert’s music. Yet without this book you 
have but half of Heine, — you have the singer only, you have 
nothing of the man. In ninety-nine cases out of a hundred, 
(if not even in the hundredth,) it will be found that a man’s 
destinies complete his talent; and that whilst one part of all 
he produces springs from an interior source, the rest is derived 
from without. Now, Heine being granted, with his impres- 
sible character, his sarcastic humor, and the rudeness of his 
German nature, the exterior cause of his talent lies in one 
word,— France. If France had not existed, Voltaire would 
have invented it; but not so the nephew of the Jew banker 
of Hamburg. If France had not existed, Heine would not 
have been Heine; and we might have had a few very beauti- 
ful lyrics, worthy of a place even between those of Schiller 
and of Goethe, but of the strange, powerful, unlovable, and (in 
his way) complete individual, whose least word preoccupied 
Germany for years, and who only the other day left off dying 
by inches upon his “ mattress-grave” in the Rue d’ Amster- 
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dam,— of him we should without France have known 
nothing. Consequently the real Heinrich Heine must be 
sought for far more beneath the shade of the column of the 
Place Vendome, than beneath that of the Linden-Allée of Ber- 
lin, and to give an accurate notion of the gradual infiltration 
of the French spirit into this Teutonic poet-polemist, no work 
can at all equal the one now before us, — Luteéce. 

Lutéce is not, as some critics have thought proper to call it, 
a “ daguerreotype ” of the political and social scenes exhibited 
by France under the reign of Louis Philippe ; for a daguerre- 
otype is the mere reflection of an object, which object bor- 
rows nothing from the surface that reflects it, — whereas the 

. picture in question owes half its value to the medium through 

which it becomes manifest. Lutéce is France, — nay, France 
very faithfully mirrored ; but it is France mirrored in Heine, 
and your attention is enchained to the object reflected and to 
the reflecting medium at once. If it were not Heine that 
spoke them, you would, however true, find much less to in- 
terest you in the words that are spoken, and many of the 
judgments acquire their sole importance from the quality of 
the judge. 

More than twelve years have gone by since the latest of 
these letters was written; fifteen or sixteen have elapsed 
since, in the Augsburger Zeitung, the first of them appeared ; 
and there is a species of solemn curiosity in their attraction. 
They are as it were a prophecy of the past. As you refer to 
the date, you cannot help recurring also to the fact that this 
“conjurer Merlin,” as he somewhere styles himself, was walk- 
ing about among ordinary people with this magic mirror al- 
ways before him, and clearly seeing what to you and your 
purblind brethren was invisible. What guessed our country- 
men and countrywomen, when they were presented to Louis 
Philippe in the Hall of Marshals at the Tuileries, of the totter- 
ing foundations of the whole governmental edifice? Or, when 
they flocked to Colonel Thorn’s aristocratic /é/es, and thought 
how fine a thing was an “ old noblesse,” — provided, like dan- 
ger, it no longer was and only had been! —what guessed they 
of the fire that smouldered beneath the soil, and was soon to 
burst forth in flames, whirling away, in a cloud of smoke and 
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soot, king, throne, aristocratic fétes, “old noblesse,” Colonel 
Thorn, and all? They said nothing, neither did the Parisians, 
who were divided into two classes: those inflated with satis- 
faction and those inflated with disgust,—the optimists and 
the pessimists, — those to whose minds nothing could go bet- 
ter, and those to whose minds nothing could go worse, for to 
the latter stability was the direst evil of all. All saw nothing, 
and yet here was a man rubbing elbows with them upon the 
Boulevards who discerned the black point upon the horizon, 
— saw far — years far away into the future ; and, giving shape 
to his dreams, sent them, “ nothing extenuated,” to Germany, 
where they lived out their day, were read, commented upon, 
and not profited by. And there they are now, staring us in 
the face, solemnly curious, as we said before, and only to be 
designated as a Prophecy of the Past! 

When Heine first came to Paris, the ground was still hot 
under his feet, so that what lava had been thrown up by the 
eruption of 1830 he was in time to study and appreciate. In 
a very short time the soil was made to look so uncommonly 
smooth, the fissures were so closed up, the dust and ashes so 
swept away, that a more than casual observer might easily 
have been deceived, and have really adopted the credence, 
that “an impossible régime had merely been replaced by the 
best of all possible governments,” and that all was for ever for 
the best. But the exiled author of the Reisebi/der came in 
time to see the beginning. He watched the “putting in or- 
der” of the whole, and built his apprehensions of the future 
upon his experience of the past. He is there before the rising 
of the curtain, and sees the actors dress. So, it may be said, 
did the French people themselves; but the French people 
forget everything, and are incapable to-day of remembering 
what were yesterday’s events. “ Forgiveness,” says Heine, 
speaking of them, “ is a ready virtue in the French, because 
it is a form of forgetfulness. Lucky, perhaps! for if they did 
not forget so easily, they would infallibly all fall to cutting 
one another's throats; for scarce a man exists here [in Paris] 
who has not some cause of mortal hatred towards another, if 
he did but remember it!” 

It was, therefore, of no use to the French nation that it 
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should have witnessed the beginnings of its aflairs and of its 
men; it had already forgotten both, and took men and things 
for what they looked like at the moment. But Heine, with 
his German tenacity, lost no impression he had once received, 
and deduced the present from the past, and the future from 
both, aided therein as much by his memory as by his poetic 
instinct. 

If ever human affairs resembled a colossal game at whist 
with a dummy, they were the affairs of France during the 
eighteen years of Louis Philippe’s reign. “ Dummy” was the 
nation, and was alternately the partner of Guizot, of ‘Thiers, 
and of the king, when he played against both; but the entire 
epoch is explicable only from the point of view of the per- 
petual struggle for supremacy between the king and the 
Chamber of Deputies on the one hand, and on the other be- 
tween ‘Thiers and Guizot in that Chamber. 


“M. Guizot or M. Thiers!” exclaims Heine in one of his early 
letters. “Small enough is the political importance of the question as 
to which of the two the king likes most, or /east. He will make use 
of one or of the other, according as he wants either this one or that ; 
and he will only do so then, neither sooner nor later. I really cannot 
affirm which of these two statesmen is the most agreeable or disagree- 
able to him. I believe he has a strong distaste for both, and that from 
professional jealousy, esteeming himself more of a minister than either, 
and dreading the possibility of a greater degree of political capacity 
being attributed to these two personages than to himself. It has 
sometimes been said that Guizot suits him better than Thiers, because 
he enjoys a certain unpopularity that is far from displeasing to the 
king. But then, again, Guizot’s puritanical semblances, his ever- 
watchful pride, his dogmatic, doctoral tone, and his harsh Calvinistic 
outside, assuredly do not fascinate Louis Philippe. In Thiers he has 
the contrary of all this,— an easy air that is close upon levity, an un- 
curbed boldness of temper, and caprices of sincerity and frankness, 
almost offensive to his own tortuous and hermetically sealed up nature. 
So that, after all, M. Thiers’s qualities are not very likely to charm his 
Majesty. But above and beyond all must be considered the king’s 
love of talking! He willingly lends himself to gossip that nothing 
can stay or stop, which is the more astonishing, since generally those 
who dissimulate habitually are taciturn, and avoid wasting their words. 
Consequently, Guizot cannot fail of being vexatious to him, for his 
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habit is to launch forth into dissertations, and, when he has proved his 
thes’s, to listen to the king’s answer in silent coldness; nay, going 
even so far sometimes as to encourage his royal interlocutor by an 
approving nod or sign, as though he had before him a schoolboy, who 
deserved praise for the correct recital of his task. With M. Thiers, 
however, Louis Philippe is perhaps still less at his ease, for here is a 
man who does not let him speak at all, hurried away as he is in the 
whirlpool of his own talk! M. Thiers’s phrases flow on unceasingly, 
like the wine from a cask that has been unbunged; but the wine is ex- 
quisite, no doubt. Whilst Thiers is busy talking, no man alive can 
edge in a word, and the only chance is, as I have been assured, to 
surprise him when he is shaving. When the razor’s point is at his 
throat, he holds his tongue and listens to other men.” — pp. 16, 17 


(Feb, 25, 1840). 


No one, we should be inclined to say, of all the gravest 
historians and _ political portrait-painters of France, has so 
admirably delineated the two men in whose persons Political 
France was incarnate during the monarchy of July, and 
whose antagonism may be said to be the history of its vicis- 
situdes and of its fall. ‘The reason is, perhaps, that Heine 
was himself not a politician, and put no spirit of party, no 
passion, into his judgments. Heine is an artist and a poet, 
and on his study of statesmen brings to bear all his poet’s 
power of divination, and all the appreciative spirit of the 
artist; but there is no predetermined bias: he is critical, es- 
sentially so, never passionate, whether for or against. This 
would not be the case if Thiers and Guizot were German 
politicians, or if they were artists. If, instead of playing upon 
the three hundred and odd Deputies of the Palais Bourbon, 
they had exercised themselves upon piano-forte or violin, you 
would soon see the difference in Heinrich Heine, and how he 
would soar into enthusiasm for the one, or sink the other 
down into a bottomless pit of confusion. But, politicians 
merely, and in a foreign country,— what was there in them 
to disturb the equilibrium of his intellect? Nothing. He saw 
clearly, dispassionately, disinterestedly, and, as we again say, 
he has left of French statesmen about the most valuable like- 
nesses we know. This justice of the appreciative sense, this 
truth in criticism, distinguishes Heine nowhere save when he 
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touches upon France and Frenchmen; and when he touches 
upon these, it distinguishes no one as it does him. One 
slight instance will serve as a proof. One of the best ac- 
credited popular convictions was that of the venality and 
corruption of M. Thiers. The French mind was made up 
as to the types of the two men who divided the opinion of 
the country: Guizot was a pedagogue, and Thiers was a 
prodigal; but to attempt to gainsay or even modify the 
public notion touching the weakness of the latter in regard 
to money, was a thing the “enlightened public” would not 
stand. It knew what it was saying and what it was about, 
and it was a sheer piece of impertinence to contradict it upon 
this point. M. Guizot was unpleasant, but M. Thiers was 
unprincipled. “ Everybody ” said so, “ everybody ” had proofs 
of the thing; it was notorious, and it was as easy in 1840 to 
say or even think the contrary, as it would have been in 1640 
to conceive that two thousand individuals should be trans- 
ported from Paris to Versailles in half an hour by the force 
of a tea-kettle. Nevertheless, at this very date we find Heine 
doing justice to the man whom somebody called a“ Mirabeau- 
mouche,” and, if not raising his voice, drawing his pen in 
favor of an opinion which has since become so general in 
France, that no one recollects the period when he had it not 
and resolutely refused to have it. There was no courage in 
what Heine did in all this, but there was considerable discern- 
ment. Heine never was brave, but he was perspicacious. 
There was no courage, because in the first place his letters 
Were, among many others, anonymous in the Augsburger Zei- 
tung, and unread by any one in France. But if there was no 
courage in the matter, there was no corruption; for he gained 
nothing by what he did not avow even to those who were 
benefited by it. We must not quite forget either under what 
circumstances Heine wrote these letters to the most conserva- 
tive and most intensely German organ of all the German 
press. From 1840 to 1848 the object of all Germany’s 
strongest hate was precisely M. Thiers, who was regarded 
from the Rhine to the Spree as the reviver of the old Bona- 
partist and foreign policy,—as the man whose chief desire 
was to attach his name to the re-conquest of the Franco- 
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Rhenish frontier. Thiers was the representative of the ex- 
cessive, of the ultra-national spirit in France, at the identical 
moment when the form affected by that spirit was thought 
beyond the Rhine to be an offensive and a menacing one for 
Germany, and when amongst Germans the same shape was 
assumed by Patriotism that had already been assumed in 
1813. At this period of effervescence it was that the author 
of the Reisebilder undertook the assuredly not easy task of 
being impartial and just to the head of the cabinet formed 
on the Ist cf March, 1840. 


“If Guizot is poor as a church-rat,” he exclaims on one occasion, 
“his rival is every bit as poor, as I have told you over and over again. 
That History of the Empire he is writing,—rely upon it, he writes 
it with a view to the money it will bring him in, and that he absolutely 
wants. Well, after all, it is a glorious thing to think that the two men 
who have administered the entire fortune of France are two poor man- 


9oo 


darins,* whose sole wealth is confined to their brains.” — p. 253. 


It would trouble Heine, or any one else, to award the same 
meed of praise to the administrators of the public fortune in 
France now-a-days, and whilst wallowing in riches ac- 
of French states- 


bbl 


quired by all or any means, the “ brains 
men since 1851 are probably the very last place where it 
would be worth while to look for wealth of any kind. 


“Tt is a gross calumny to represent Thiers gambling at the Pourse,” 
says our German narrator; “and it is a calumny almost as silly as it is 
infamous. No man obeys more than one great passion, and your am- 
bitious souls are disdainful of money. But Thiers himself gives rise 
to all these inventions by his perpetual familiarity with adventurers 
of all sorts, who, when he suddenly turns his back upon them, 
abuse him much more grievously than do any of his political foes. In 
Heaven's name, why does he consort with such wretches? No one 
has a right to complain f of fleas, if he will lie down side by side with 
dirty dogs . 

* This word is used, because throughout this letter Heine supposes the two 
statesmen in question to be Chinese mandarins, and ministers to the sovereign 
of the Celestial Empire. 

A remarkable instance of this was furnished by M. Thiers’s behavior to the 
famous Dr. Véron, when he left no stone unturned to obtain the renewal of his 
contract with the government, as Director of the Grand Opera. M. Thiers (then 
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It is probably from a strong sense of the inconvenience 
of the companions and instruments of whom it would seem 
difficult for statesmen in France to keep clear, that, upon 
M. Thiers’s retirement from office, to make way for his rival, 
Guizot, (October, 1840,) Heine exclaims : — 

“What mud! what mud!! Now that he has left the Hotel of the 
Ministry in the Rue des Capucines and got back to his own house, 
Place Saint George, the first thing I advise Thiers to do is to take a 
bath. Once there, he may show himself to his friends as he really 
is, and people must end by confessing that there is no stain on his 
name, and that his hands have remained pure from any bribe.” * 

Our readers must not, however, fancy that, because Heine 
is just towards M. Thiers upon one point, he is unjust upon 
others, or that he repels what was in fact an unfounded and 
short-lived calumny from any excessive or voluntarily blind 
admiration. No. He sees the man as we believe he really 
was, and is, and the fact of his not joining in an accusa- 
tion based upon nothing more than party spirit does not 
prevent him from perceiving the minutest openings for rid- 
icule of the individual he defends. 

” 


ejaculates Heine, in a rage of con- 


“What is that you say? 


minister) was perfectly frank, and, we believe, opposed the following objections 
to “the Doctor”:—“I can’t and won’t renew your Privilege ; because you have 
made too much money by it already. With the reputation my enemies have 
thought proper to give me, I should be looked upon as the accomplice of your luck. 
I positively will not give you the continuation of the managership of the Opera.” 
M. Thiers, being one of the rare political men who in France dare to utter the 
word “ No!” kept his word, and drew down upon himself the determined dislike 
of the lively Doctor, who, some persons say, wrote his Mémoires d'un Bourgeois 
de Paris only to be revenged upon the minister who would not meet all his ex- 
pectations. 

* There is now no obstacle to the general persuasion that M. Thiers was in 
reality, as far as regarded himself, not corrupt; but few men have perhaps held 
others to be less honest. It was difficult, too, that it should be otherwise, consider- 
ing the men he had to deal with, as Heine justly remarks. One day, whilst he 
was Minister for Foreign Affairs, he opened the drawers of his bureau, and showed 
to the highest judicial functionary in the realm bank-notes, heaps of Napoleons, and 
rouleaux of five-frane pieces, adverting to that as being the portion of the secret 
service money he had to distribute right and left. The legal dignitary in question 
expressed some surprise at “even five-frane pieces being of use.”” M. Thiers 
smiled with bitter scornfulness. ‘* Even five-frane pieces!”’ he echoed. “I assure 
you, that, with many of those I have to treat with, I often regret the absence of small 


change!” 
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tempt against the correspondent of some other German newspaper, 
—“what! ‘un petit Napoleon’! He, Thiers, a ‘little Napoleon’! 
A little Gothic cathedral forsooth! it is the very size of the thing that 
astounds us! Take its colossal proportions from a cathedral,” (Ileine 
has eternally that of Cologne in his mind's eye, it haunts him,) “ make 
a miniature of it, and what shall then impress us? The cleverness 
of M. Thiers — his esprit — surpasses the intelligence of all who are 
around him. In sharp-wittedness he has the upper hand of every one. 
His is the best head in France, though he says so himself who should 
not say it. Nay, during the ministerial crisis of last year, did not 
he declare to the king, that, however sharp his Majesty might think 
himself, there was in France some one sharper still, who was sim- 
ply he himself, M. Thiers? Upon which,—* No, no! M. Thiers,’ 
replied Louis Philippe; ‘if it were really so, you would not say it!’ 
....++ How long will he endure? Has he not already almost worked 
himself out? See his head whitened before its time! Assuredly not 
a black hair is to be found upon it, and the arrogance of that health 
of his must be yielding fast. The very rapidity of his movements 
is of itself positively terrific, and makes one uneasy. However light 
and restless other Frenchmen may be, compared to Thiers they seem 
so many ponderous Germans.” 

Heine, as he says himself, is a furious Bonapartist, and 
upon this subject he will tolerate no pretension of M. Thiers, 
or M. Thiers’s admirers. He will have no “ diamond edition ” 
of his hero, no Titan seen through the diminishing end of the 
glass, no imitation, no contrefacon of the genuine Napoleon ; 
and here he shows himself tender towards none of the atflee- 
tations of his protégé (for, there is no denying it, M. Thiers 
is Heine’s protégé throughout every page of this curious 
book). Part of his sympathy for what D'Israeli would prob- 
ably call “the little man in the Place St. George,” as he 
called Sir Robert Peel “the gentleman in Downing Street,” 
comes from the circumstance of M. Thiers’s undeniable Bona- 
partism; but when M. Thiers goes further than admiration, 
when he dreams himself into the gray coat and cocked hat 
of his heroic model, when he turns general and emperor, 
then Heine goes to work to “bring him down,” and we gain 
thereby such sketches as the following : — 


“ Thiers is full of leanings towards Imperialism, and, as I told you 
last July, the idea of war makes the joy of his heart. Why, at this 
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very hour, the floor of his study is all covered with a geographical 
carpet of maps; and there he is himself, sprawling about it at full 
length, and busy digging black and green pins into the paper, for all 
the world as if he were Napoleon !” — p. 130. 

But Heine does not always take this tone of pleasantry, 
and, scattered through the glittering spangles of his wit, 
you may often pick up bits of gold, pure, solid, and with- 
out alloy. In the midst of pictures the only aim of which 
seems to be the provocation of the reader’s hilarity, you are 
arrested by sentences that evince the entire possession of 
the subject he is treating, and the profoundest knowledge 
of human nature, as well in general as in its particular 
manifestations. For instance, when describing M. Thiers, 
after the fall of his ministry in October, 1840, he observes: — 

“Tle is, perhaps, a trifle graver, though the want of real gravity 
has never been his defect ; he has plenty of it, but it lies hidden under 
appearances of levity.” — p. 152. 


Never was a truer word spoken; but to arrive at the affir- 
mation of an opinion so repugnant to popular prejudice re- 


quired no ordinary amount of conviction and of perspicacity 
of judgment. There is also a prodigious amount of e/airvoy- 
ance, as the sequel has shown, in the following appreciation of 
M. Guizot. 


“As for him,” observes Heine, “the victory of the Bourgeoisie is 
in his mind secured, and he has put all his faculties into the service 
of this new power. .... . Ile evinces all the qualities of the true 
doctrinaire, who never fails to find a doctrine by which he proves all 
he does. He knows too much, and is by far too intelligent, not to be 
a sceptic at bottom; but his scepticism is of a kind that is easily con- 
ciliated with the devotion he has to Ais system. Just now he is the 
faithful servant of the Bourgeoisie, and he will defend his idea to the 
last inexorably, and with the harshness of a Duke of Alva. He does 
not hesitate. Ile knows what he wants at the present hour. Why, 
even if he were to fall, his very fall would not shake him; he would 
shrug his shoulders, for after all he is personally utterly indifferent to 
the thing he is fighting for. Nay, if ever by strange hazard victory 
should tumble into the hands of the Republicans or Communists, I 
would strongly advise those excellent weak-witted individuals to get 
hold of Guizot for their minister, and make the utmost of his intelli- 
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gence and of his obstinacy; they may rely upon it that he will be 
better worth to them than confiding their fates to the purest and most 
virtuous citizen of their own sect. And I would just give the same 
advice to the Henricinguistes, in the case that they should, par impos- 
sible, be restored one day to power. Take Guizot, in God’s name, for 
your minister, and the chances are that you will last three times twenty- 
four hours longer. I fancy I am not belying M. Guizot when I affirm 
that he would not require to do great violence to his internal opinions 
in order to come to the assistance of your wretched cause, and help you 
with his eloquence and his governing ability. Do you suppose he is 
not as indifferent to you as he is to the whole host of the cheese-mon- 
gers in whose behalf he is wasting such loads of energy and talent ?— 
not as indifferent to you as he is to the ‘ system’ of the king that he is 
upholding with such stoical determination ?” 


Yes, alas! those words speak the truth, and very nearly the 
whole truth. More wanting in political conviction than it is 
credible a political man should be,—less impressed with the 
notion of the usefulness of Truth and the advantage of the 
Right than it is admissible a clever man should be, — M. Gui- 
zot rendered inevitable the downfall of the monarchy of July, 
(though he did not hasten it,) by the hard and narrow way in 
which he practised a system he neither cared for nor had in- 
vented, and by the cold-blooded determination with which 
he wedded himself to institutions in which he had no faith. 
But what Henri Heine did not appear to foresee was, that, if 
Guizot fell, the king must fall with him. He had, little by 
little, brought things to such a pass, that he could no longer 
be detached from the monarchical and parliamentary edifice, 
as it had grown to present itself to the eyes of the French 
nation. 


“Tle does not know how to come down from the high mast of 
power,” says Heine, speaking of Guizot. “Whilst Thiers, who is 
agile as a monkey in getting to the top of this greasy Mat de Cocagne, 
is still more ready to slip down from it again, and jump among the ad- 
miring crowd full of smiles, ease, and elasticity, Guizot neither climbs 
up nor comes down in the same way. He hoists himself up so heavily, 
and with such outrageous efforts of strength, that one unavoidably 
thinks of a bear scaling a wall to get at a honey-pot; but when he 
is at the top, he digs his strong paws vigorously in, and desperate is 
then the endeavor to get him down again. Perhaps he has not the 
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easy knack of descending possessed by his smart rival, and, once ‘ in,’ 
it may require a positive commotion to get him ‘out’ of his high 
place.” 

This was just what it did require; and to shake down 
M. Guizot from the tree to whose topmost branches he had 
clambered, that earthquake, the Revolution of February, was 
not found to be too much. But then the tree fell with him, 
and, the minister overthrown, scarce anything remained to 
show where royalty had stood. But how could it be other- 
wise, if you watch attentively the beginnings? Oak-trees do 
not spring from cherry-stones, and no enterprise (not that 
even of attempting to fill with water a bottomless tub) is 
more utterly hopeless, than that which consists in expecting 
fruit other than its own to come from the seed you have 
sown. The one marked characteristic of the entire period 
known under the name of “The Government of July,” namely, 
the period from 1830 to 1848, is want of conviction. It is 
universal. Every man and every thing is distinguished by it, 
and the one only point on which the faith of the whole nation 
rests is, that the whole nation believes in the possibility of 
doing without belief. Constitutionalists do not believe in 
Constitutions, nor Soldiers in Glory, nor Poets even in Poetry; 
the men who adapted Louis Philippe to the throne, and the 
throne to Louis Philippe, believe neither in Louis Philippe 
nor in the throne; and when they talk of “ the best of all re- 
publics,” they do not believe one word of all they are saying, 
neither does the king himself. The whole was a mistake; 
and the only reality to which it gave birth, and which de- 
stroyed and outlived it, was what is vulgarly called “ La 
Blague,” that ignoble term for which no other language has 
an equivalent, — that villanous symbol of France, who, as 
Heine too truly says, “is at this epoch of her history more 
aptly represented by Robert Macaire than by anything else.” 

It is not too much to say that the beginnings of the estab- 
lishment of the July monarchy amply presaged all this. Let 
our readers but just take the trouble to ponder over the fol- 
lowing reflections of an eyewitness : — 

“Louis Philippe is a great king, though he is less like Ajax than 
Ulysses. Louis Philippe has by no means filched the crown of France, 
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like a pickpocket. Alas, no! he became king by the direst of neces- 
sities, — by the disgrace much more than by the grace of God, who 
placed upon his head a crown of thorns in a terrible hour of need. He 
has, without a doubt, been play-acting ever since. Tis intentions un- 
doubtedly were not sincere towards his constituents, the heroes of July, 
but neither were theirs towards him. They looked upon him as a 
mere marionnette, and put him on a crimson chair, in the notion that 
they could easily push him off it again if he refused to obey the wires 
by which they held him, or if they took it into their heads to perform 
once more their old play of the Republic. But this time Junius Bru- 
tus was enacted by Royalty, and the Republicans began by being 
caught. Louis Philippe was cunning enough to assume the heaviest 
mask of simplicity, and to go walking through the streets of Paris with 
his sentimental umbrella under his arm, shaking to right and to lett 
the ill-washed hands of citizens Creti and Pleti, smiling soft smiles, 
and apparently deeply moved. To be sure it was a strange part he 
played ; and when I arrived in Paris just after the Revolution of July, 
I had more than one occasion for a hearty laugh. I shall always re- 
member how, immediately upon my arrival, I hurried off to the Palais 
Royal to see Louis Philippe. The friend who guided and accompa- 
nied me said I had come rather too late for the real fun; for that the 
king now only came out at certain hours upon the Terrace, whereas 
till within the last week or so he had been always to be seen for five 
francs! *‘ For five francs?’ I exclaimed. ‘ Do you mean that he ac- 
tually —’ My friend laughed. ‘No!’ said he, interrupting me ; 
‘he does not show himself, but he is shown for money’; and he pro- 
ceeded to describe to me the process, which was as follows. <A set of 
claqueurs, ticket-sellers at the theatres, and others of the same sort, 
had been in the habit of showing the king to foreigners for the sum of 
five francs; and they used to add, that for fer he might be seen raising 
his eyes to heaven, and putting his hand upon his heart as a pledge of 
the purity of his intentions; whilst for twenty he might be heard to 
sing the Marseillaise! For five franes this company of industrials 
used to raise murmurs and shouts of joyful applause under the king’s 
windows, upon which his Majesty was wont to appear, and, after bow- 
ing graciously, retired to his apartments. For ten franes these ras- 
callions made such a row, and went into such convulsions of rapture 
when the king came forth, that he could do no less than raise his eyes 
to heaven, and put his hand upon his heart, according to their pro- 
gramme. But many English sight-seers did in reality give twenty 
franes, and then the paroxysm of enthusiasm knew no bounds; the 
crowd cheered and roared, the king was ‘had out’; but when he came, 
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his loyal subjects bellowed the Warsei/aise with such discordant ener- 
gy, that — probably to put an end to the infernal din —the king joined 
in the chorus, and gave the audience enough for their money, by rais- 
ing his eyes to heaven, clapping his hand upon his heart, and singing 
the Mersetllaise all in one!” 

Now this was the form of popular eflervescence immediate- 
ly on the elevation of Louis Philippe to the throne, and if not 
the only true, it was at all events the most prolific, source of 
public feeling in France. Insincerity grew to be the reigning 
characteristic of everything in a country where no one was in 
earnest, or could fancy his neighbor to be so. When upon 
this unsteady foundation M. Guizot, with his hard, heavy 
hand, — instead of a shed, a booth, or anything equally light 
and provisional, easy to be put up, and easy to be taken 
down, — persisted in building up a fabric of stone, of course 
it fell in, having nothing to rest upon, and of course it was 
swamped, seeing that the ground was marshy, treacherous, 
and hollow. M. Guizot knew the state of the case as well 


he 


as any one else; but he had dogmatized so long, and, as 


thouglit, so well, about “the exigencies of constitutional gov- 
ernmeut,” that, untruth not being instinctively repugnant to 
his mind, he had grown to admit the possibility of two par- 
allel lines being able to enclose a space, of solidity being inde- 
pendent of substance, and of a number more of such fallacies, 
which made him dangerous exactly in proportion as he was 
ready to put his obstinate will into the service of his delusion. 

Society at large, as well as the merely political portion of 
it, was infected by the deteriorating principle of unbelief. 
People did not believe in the Freedom for offending which 
they were supposed to have chased the elder Bourbons from 
France: nor did they, as we have seen, believe in the sincer- 
ity of the citizen-king they were averred to have chosen in 
his place. They believed in him neither as “king” nor as 
“citizen,” nor did they believe they had chosen him. No one 
believed in virtue, or in the sacredness of family ties; they 
first denied that virtue was, and next, supposing it even to 
be, they denied that it was beautiful; they admitted nothing 
righteous and felt nothing pleasing in the gentle relationships 
resulting from hallowed bonds. ‘The art and literature of 
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the epoch will bear ample testimony to this. The heroes of 
Victor Hugo, George Sand, and Alexandre Dumas will be 
our proofs. Antony, interesting because he had no legiti- 
mate birth or name; Marion Delorme, charming because 
she had been a courtesan; Jacques and his brethren, hateful 
merely because they are the lawful husbands of their wives ;— 
these, with a hundred others, their inevitable consequences, 
are the proofs of the perverted social sense. “ Za Blague!” 
we repeat it, ¢here is the sovereign of the hour, reigning from 
the very top to the very bottom of the entire social scale, and 
giving the whole nation but one employment and one desire, 
fo scoff. Why, when Frederic le Maiire played Robert 
Macaire, did he give to his infamous hero the striking, the 
unmistakable semblance of the king? Was it because 
Louis Philippe was really a bad or a dishonest man? Not 
at all; he neither was so, nor did the country at that time 
(in 1831-32) pretend to think him so. But he was a type 
of existing society, — the completest, highest expression of 
what was in cant phrase called la haute. He was le roi d 
la Blawue, and no one was in earnest with him, nor he with 
any one. That was why, during all the run of Robert Ma- 
caire, the two types became confounded, and why also, ten or 


twelve years later, when the king had got to fancy himself 
more assured, when he had got to be in earnest with himself, — 
se prendre au sérieux, as the French say,— and when Frederic 


then wanted to renew the same joke, and, in Balzac’s play of 
Vautrin reappeared on the stage as like the king as pea to 
pea, the curtain was dropped, the actor obliged to change his 
costume, and the piece forbidden after the first night. But 
Robert Macaire remained the national type; and our German 
author is so intimately persuaded of this sad fact, that he 
discovers what he styles Wacatrianisme even in the popular 
chorography of France, which he declares to be nothing but 
the pantomime of it. 

“ The foreigner,” says Heine, “ who possesses a just idea of this fear- 
ful type, or even an approximate notion thereof, will then comprehend 
these indescribable dances, these danced (not acted) mockeries, that 
throw ridicule, not only upon the relationships between woman and man, 


but upon social relationships of all sorts, upon whatever is good or fair, 
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upon every kind of enthusiasm, upon patriotism and fidelity, upon prob- 
ity, good faith, the holy bonds of family union, upon heroism, religion, — 
upon everything in short. I cannot help the unspeakable sadness that 
seizes me when I mark the Parisian people amusing themselves in 
their habitual resorts. Above all, when I happen to be a witness to the 
masquerading mania of the Carnival, which carries the frenzy of pleas- 
ure to a positively demoniacal extent. I declare that I was almost 
terrified the other night at one of the fetes given at the Opera Comique. 
Of a certainty, Beelzebub presided over the orchestra, and whilst the 
music of his myrmidons tore the anguished ear, the prere'vq lights of 
the gas burned the tortured eye. Oh! surely this was the very valley 
of the lost ones, of which the old nursery tales tell; and the witches 
danced as in our legends of the Procken, beautiful some of them in 
their viciousness, and adorned with the grace that never wholly leaves 
these she-demons of Frenchwomen. But how to describe the final 
galop, heralded in by the blare of its trumpets, — setting in movement 
the whole crowd of human creatures! The devilish row was at its 
height of madness; one would have thought that the ceiling would 
fall in, and that, by the rent in the roof, all the infernal assembly 
would fly off upon broomsticks, upon fire-tongs, upon pitchforks, 
upon huge wooden ladles, or upon men-faced goats or goat-faced men ; 
and that, once mounted upon the vile instruments of locomotion of the 
witches’ Sabbath, they would vanish with cries, shouts, and blasphe- 


mous vociferations,” 


Now it must not be forgotten that this but too natural im- 


pression of one of the most hideous scenes that can well be 
conceived, is produced upon a man whom fame describes as 
anything but “nice” in his morality, and of whose character 
neither prudish scruples nor scruples of any kind were a dis- 
tinguishing element. Yet his disgust is neither mitigated 
nor mistakable, and its expression is worth chronicling; for 


this subject of a people’s pleasures is never, in any country, 
an indifferent one. Enjoyment, like wine, induces the real, 
intimate nature to become manifest; and if the people of Paris 
were to be judged in their hours of amusement, the opinion 
formed of them, if severe, would probably be exceedingly just. 
The people of “July,” 1830, if studied in their pleasures, 
might perhaps to an observer furnish already the clew to the 
people of February, 1848. A proof of the importance really 
inherent in these outward testimonials of the popular joy is 
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found in the importance attached to them by a philosopher of 
the species of Heine, nothing “nice,” as we have already re- 
marked, or overstrained as to delicacy. He is worth quoting 
upon this subject of the popular dances of Modern France, 
and we think our readers on this side of the Atlantic will not 
complain of our disinclination to abandon this portion of 
Heine’s Lutéce; for he paints admirably much that has 
been neglected by other limners, taken for granted by national 
sketchers, not understood by foreigners, and yet is necessary 
to the complete appreciation of the race whose grandfathers 
were our allies. 

Perhaps, if we were to look for a cause of the moral deg- 
radation of much too large a proportion of the French lower 
orders, — a degradation it is unfortunately impossible to deny, 
— we might discover it in the general prevalence of the dark- 
est ignorance. We believe want of education to be the root 
of every evil in France ; and as to the racr of the want, it is 
not too much to say, that the thirty-five millions of inhabitants 
of the French empire —/ess (not worse) educated than the 
population of any other European country —are deficient in 
instruction in precisely the proportion in which they are capa- 
ble of receiving it. Leaving on one side the population of the 


provinces, and confining ourselves to that of “the brain of 


France,” Paris, we have no hesitation in saying, that, whilst 
the educational level there is decidedly lower than that of any 
other great European city, the merely intellectual level is nat- 
urally the very highest of all. The perceptive powers of the 
individual are, in all classes of the Parisian population (but 
especially in the lowest class), not only keener than in any 
other similar aggregation of human beings, but they are far 
earlier developed. It would, we should say, not be at all 
extravagant to maintain, that what a boy or girl of German 
or English or Italian or Spanish race is at fourteen, a Pa- 
risian child of either sex is at nine; consequently, what may 
be called the absorbent quality is wholly out of proportion 
with what is given it to absorb. It hungers, and then preys 
upon itself, producing an unmistakably unhealthy state. 

The one leading characteristic of a French child, or adult, 
is distrust ; the one irreparable disgrace is “to be taken in.” 


26" 
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The only remedy for such a dire possibility is a preventive 
one, — Disbelief. Every man and woman grows up with the 
firm resolve not to be duped, and, to insure this end, refuses 
faith to every person and every thing, beginning with his or 
her own self. Of course, the desire to turn into ridicule what 
there is a determination not to respect, is one of the first 
temptations; the national wit aiding, lo scoff becomes a 
habit of the intelligence, and La Blague is hailed as the 
sovereign power that guards against every deception. Now 
Heine is perhaps right. In their dances the people of Paris, 
more than even in their literature, glorify La Blague, and the 
world-famous Cancan is more directly the medium through 
which the scofling Mephistophelian spirit becomes manifest, 
than even the most impious melodrama of the so-called Bou- 
levard du Crime. 

“The cancan!” exclaims Heine. “Now to describe it, let this 
be remembered : the inferior classes, whatever may be their ardor in 
imitating the great world, have never been able to submit to an imita- 
tion of its sulky, tiresome way of dancing. The dances of the people 
are full of life, — unhappily, they are sometimes too lively; and if I 
positively must describe the cancan, I can only do so by saying that 
it is a chorographic exercise which almost inevitably subjects the gen- 
tlemen and ladies who devote themselves to it to be seized by the 
sergent de ville, and requested to make themselves scarce! These few 
words will suffice to show that the virtue, without which old Vestris 
used to declare no man could be a first-rate dancer, is not necessarily 
requisite for the performance of the eancan, since that species of 
chorography forces the people of Paris, in their hours of wildest joey, to 
be incommoded by the armed intervention of the state.” 


Upon this humiliating obligation, the author of the Reise- 


bilder most justly observes : — 

“One of the public scandals and abuses that most shock a stranger 
is to see glum, sour-visaged agents of authority frowning at the popular 
pleasures, and mounting guard over dancing morality. Ala: ! to my 
sense, the public morals gain vastly little by accustoming the govern- 
ment to domineer over and bully so ostentatiously the amusements of 
the people ; the forbidden fruit is far more attractive than any other, 
and the expedients devised by this naturally sharp and witty race for 
eluding the active censure of the police produce effects far worse than 
anything that could result from the explosion of the brutish, popular 
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instincts, if allowed to pass unnoticed. This close watchfulness of the 
pastimes of the lower class characterizes, however, supremely well the 
social state of France at the present day, and proves what are the limits 
within which the French nation has achieved the conquest of liberty.” 

This last remark is singularly well timed, and well applied, 
and brings us back to the idea we put forth at the commence- 
ment of these pages; namely, that the great merit of Henri 
Heine’s Lutéce is not only that it is France very faithfully 
mirrored, but that it is “ France mirrored in Heine.” 

In truth, the application of the judgments he records derives 
its chief importance from the quality of the individual who 
applies them. If Heine were other than what he is, his im- 
pressions would lose half their value; but it is because he, 
being what he is, is so impressed, that it is worth our while 
to study the effect thus made, and to remount to its cause. 
Here, on the one hand, we have a German born and bred, — 
a man whose very years have each been added one to the 
other under the constant pressure of petty tyranny, for whom 
the subserviency of one portion of the population to another 
was an old story,— yet who is oflended by the inborn slay- 
ishness of nature preserved in France after two revolutions. 
On the other hand, this same man comes before us as a think- 
er, a philosopher, held to be singularly free from all prejudices, 
whether in the order of things human or divine, and whom 
the cynicism of France disgusts; who is shocked by the total 
godlessness, the incapacity of enthusiasm, the instinctive dis- 
respectfulness of the generation, whole and entire. Here is, to 
our mind, the double interest of the work. It interests us 
from the facts it chronicles, and from the meaning attached to 
them by the chronicler. Besides this, too, it is a marvellously 
impartial work, and every page shows that no tenderness for 
any preconceived notion or for any party can induce the 
writer to sacrifice or even disguise the truth. Heine is stig- 
matized as a Republican by the Conservatives and Royalists, 
as a Jacobin and Sans-culotte by the Legitimists; yet he does 
justice to all, and some of the hardest knocks the Republicans 
ever received were dealt them by the author of Alfa Troll. 
He sees all the defects of the governmental armor of Louis 
Philippe, all the anomalies and weaknesses, all the falseness 
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and sterility, of the so-called régime of July; yet he hesitates 
not to mark every favorable circumstance that occurs, and 
deals with incomparable fairness and good faith towards the 
king and towards the government, in which, nevertheless, he 
‘annot bring himself to believe. Perhaps contemporary his- 
tory has no pages more conscientious or more impressive than 
those consecrated by Heine to the death of the unfortunate 
Due d’Orleans, and the sudden (and short-lived) change 
wrought by it in the popular feeling towards the king. 


“The consternation of yesterday,” he writes in July, 1842, * is not 
to be depicted, and the Parisians, by one sudden, unforeseen death, have 
acquired the instant knowledge of how uncertain are all the social insti- 
tutions of this country, and of what danger may attend upon the slight- 
est shock. If the Due d’Orleans had been killed a few days earlier, 
Paris would not have returned two conservative Deputies for fielve 
opposition members, and have given, by the incalculable force of that 
act, an incalculable impetus to the social movement of the country. 
This frightful accident puts once more everything in question in the 
existing order of things, and it will be lucky if the settlement of the 
Regency in the event of the king’s death can pass through the 
Deputies’ Chamber without something disagreeable happening. This 

tegency debate will take up the Chambre entirely, and, alas! lend 
words to conflicting passions. And even should all go by smoothly, the 
least we can expect is an interregnum, always serious, but more particu- 
larly serious in a country whose institutions are shaky as they are in 
France. Alas for the king! They say he shows the most surprising 
strength of mind and resolution, although for several weeks past he has 
been unaccountably depressed, troubled even with vague presentiments 
of evil. If I am to believe what is told, he wrote lately to Thiers a 
letter full of ideas of death, but adverting to his own death,* not 
dreaming of that of his son. The poor Duc d’Orleans was really loved, 
— adored almost, — in all classes. The news of his death has fallen 
upon every one like a clap of thunder from an unclouded sky. Afilie- 
tion is everywhere. Yesterday, at two o'clock, the low, vague murmur 
of a disaster was heard at the Bourse, where the funds went down three 


* Heine (Zutéce, p. 21) tells the following curious anecdote: “ The Duc d’Orleans 
has melancholy moments sometimes, during which he relates that his aunt, the 
Duchesse d’Angouléme, foretold to him a sudden and premature death, when she 
met the young prince, as he was on his road to Paris, whence she was flying, in July, 
1830.” This letter is dated February, 1840. 














1856. | HEINE’S LUTECE. 307 


franes ; but no one wou ° credit the report. The prince did not in fact 
die till four o’clock, and till that hour the news of his death was contra- 
dicted by hundreds. At five o'clock, doubt was still obstinately enter- 
tained, but when at six a broad strip of white paper was pasted across 
every play-bill, to signify that each theatre was shut, the population, 
whole and entire, was forced to admit the horrible truth.” 

There is something extremely impressive in the manner in 
which Heine recounts the various etlects produced by the un- 
timely end of Ferdinand of Orleans upon various groups of 
society in France. 

“ Even the lower orders, even the populace, regret him ; and it was 
a touching sight tosee the workingmen, who were employed in taking 
down the scaffoldings for the illuminations of the July fefes, lying 
about upon rafters and boards, and deploring the shocking fate of the 
unfortunate young prince. <A true and deep shade of sadness sat upon 
all their faces, and the mute discouragement of such as spake no word 
was the most heart-rending eloquence of all. Yet amongst these very 
men who mourned for the fallen prince, were many who at the tavern 
or estaminet vaunted the ardor of their pure republicanism !” 


And now, passing from the record of popular regret to that 
of regret in the higher ranks, we fall upon a page that is too 
characteristic to be left unnoticed. Let us mark the hours, 
as they pass upon that sad 13th of July. At two o'clock the 
prince is dashed from his carriage upon the pavement of Neu- 
illy. Searcely a quarter of an hour afterward, the men of 
money hear, divine, or create the evil news. ‘The murmur is 
abroad, and a darkness gathers over Paris as the shade from 
the gigantic wing of a bird of ill omen. It is too horrible! 
Impossible! It is ardently denied. No one will believe it. 
Yet still the murmur grows, and the shade darkens, and five 
and six o’clock are struck from church-towers that are so soon 
to echo the death-knell. Fair women are borne laughing 
home from their drives in the Bois de Boulogne, not know- 
ing that behind those very trees that have overshadowed 
them one has been destroyed whose destruction may presage 
that of nearly the whole land, and that the echo of their 
gayety might almost have mingled with the wail of the 
mother, the Heeuba of modern days! They reach their own 
homes, those laughing ladies, adorn their fairness with fresh 
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flowers, swathe their beauty with tissues of woven air, and 
again they are borne on, softly cushioned, through the streets 
where lamplight, and what was so lately sunlight, begin to 
struggle over the waning day. They rattle up to the doors of 
the Opera, their horses prance and foam, and will unwillingly 
be stayed. But what awaits them now? 

“Ah!” says our poet, “when these fairly adorned dames came 
bounding from their carriages on to the Perron of the Grand Opera, 
and saw before their eyes the doors that were not to unclose, and heard 
with their aflrighted ears the sad tale of what had happened upon that 
road called the Chemin de la Révolte,— ah! then indeed was there wail 
and lamenting amongst them all, and tears flowed from bright eyes, and 
naught was heard but sighs and sobs for the prince who, so young, so 
charming, had passed in one short hour from light to the darkness of 
death! Alas for the chivalrous heart! alas for the prince so in- 
tensely national, so French! Cut off in life’s flower, so brave and so 
serene! Alas that he, like the Adonis of mythology, should have 
seen his generous, pure blood flow away in the death-stream amidst 
the flowers of the spring-time! ere is the lot of the fair upon 


'» 


earth ! 
At this moment the chronicler, foreseeing all that such an 
event must bring with it of hypocrisy, of littleness, of con- 


ventionality, breaks off in the midst of his dirge, angrily ex- 


claiming :— 

“ And now, who knows, at this very hour, perhaps, whilst the people 
of France are full of real woe, whilst fair women and free men are 
weeping over the dead prince, — who knows whether at this hour official 
grief is not getting all its onions under its nose, whether Folly is not 
busy putting black crape round her cap and bells, whether the tragic 
tomfoolery is not just going to begin? O the tearful twaddle that 
is impending! © the wishy-washy flood of insincerity and sentimen- 
talism! For aught I know, M. Laffitte himself may, at this identical 
moment, be off to Neuilly, and, breathless with emotion and the journey, 
be engaged in pressing the king upon his heart, whilst the entire oppo- 
sition is wiping its eyes and blowing its nose in chorus! I would not 
swear that Chateaubriand may not be already astride upon his melan- 
choly Pegasus, upon his winged Rosinante, and soaring into clouds of 
sonorous condolence over the queen! QO grimace and hollow-seem- 
ing all!” 


Nor does Heine forget, even at so solemn an hour, the in- 
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evitable presence of La Blague,— the strident laugh, the hiss, 
the scoff of the Mephistophelian spirit lying in wait in one 
corner of the dark scene. 


* One step, — alas! too true, — there /s but one step from the sublime 
to the ridiculous! As I said, yesterday, upon the Boulevards, at the 
theatre doors, in every place of public resort, the deplorable certainty 
Was acquired, and group after group of talkers and orators was formed 
and laid violent hands upon public attention. Those who never were 
listened to before seized this as an opportunity, and poured forth all 
the untalked talk that was pent up in and suffocating them, in the form 
of recital, with God only knows what amplifications. Did not I hear 
one man, close to the entrance of the Variétés, declaiming, in allusion 
to the circumstance, the speech of 'Théramene in Phedre : * ll était sur 


. 190 
son char,’ ete. 11!” * 


In this cireumstance Heine is full of real impartiality with 
regard to the king, and Louis Philippe’s sincere distress and 
dignified bearing were never better appreciated. 


“The king’s firmness commands every one’s respect. In this su- 
preme adversity he shows himself really heroic. Broken-hearted, his 
intelligence remains invincible, and he works hard, day and night. Tis 
importance was never so deeply felt, for it is probable the peace of the 
world hangs upon his life. Bear up against thy weakness and thy 
wounds, unhappy king! Aged hero of peace, struggle on, struggle on! 
.+.++ The king’s misery has altered his nature for a time. His suffer- 
ings have made him silent, — him who loved so much to speak! The 
speech from the throne, the work of his own pen only, is simple to the 
last degree, and says what must be said alone. Louis Philippe mourns 
his son with an austerity almost republican. The reception at the 
Tuileries the other day was, in its silence, so deeply gloomy, that 
it had an almost supernatural aspect; mute, one thousand persons, 
and more, passed before the mute king, who, in his speechless sorrow, 
looked at them and bowed. The Reguiem at Nétre Dame is counter- 
manded ; for.the royal father says he will have no music at his son’s 
funeral, for that music recalls too nearly days of :epresentation and re- 

This alludes to Racine’s tragedy of Phedre, at the end of which, Thceramene, 
the confidant of Hyppolytus, recounts in a long speech the death of the young prince 
to his father Theseus. This speech, entitled Le récit de Théramene, and begin- 
ning, “Ji était sur son char,” is known by heart probably by thirty out of the 
thirty-five millions of inhabitants of France, and was the standing butt for the 
shafts of ridicule of all the young Jomantic school during their war against the 


‘ | . 
** classics. 
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joicing. It was rumored that Louis Philippe would take his grandson, 
the Comte de Paris, by the hand, and lead him to the Chamber of Dep- 
uties during the ceremony of the speech from the throne. A touching 
sight assuredly! But the king avoids all ‘ sights’ and ‘ shows,’ — the 


grief at his heart is too deep-seated, the whole is too real ; there is no 


place for any scenic effect.” 


This was true; it was even the one great characteristic of 
the moment throughout the country. The shock was so sud- 
den, the event so sad, the impression produced (perhaps from 
its very unexpectedness) so deep, that the French nation was 
for the moment in earnest, and ready instinctively to believe 
in itself and in others. Heine thinks this came from the nat- 
ural kindliness of the race. 


“ The national good-heartedness shows itself particularly with regard 
to Louis Philippe,” he writes ; “and his worst enemies even manifest 
most touchingly the interest wherewith his misfortune inspires them. 
I would almost venture to say that the king is positively popular. As 
I was looking yesterday before Nétre Dame at the preparations for the 
funeral, and listening to the conversations of the populace around me, I 
heard, amongst others, the following naire remark: ‘ The king might 
now walk about Paris on foot, without any fear; nobody would try to 
shoot him’!!!! (There is popularity for you!) The death of the 
Due d’Orleans has regained for his father hearts that were the farthest 
estranged, and the conjugal tie between the king and the country has 
been consecrate anew by the great evil that has befallen both. But 
how long will this honeymoon of mourning, this black honeymoon, 
last?” 

That was of a truth the question fit to be asked, and for 
once it strikes us that Henri Heine — affected as he necessarily 
was in the poetical part of himself by a disaster in which no 
portion of the poetic element failed — saw less sharply than 
he was wont to discern the political bearings of the event. 
It was perfectly true that the country, for a moment, mourned 
with the king, but the real reason of its mourning was one 
that in fact militated against the possibility of Louis Philippe’s 
genuine popularity. The Duc d’Orleans had been the hope of 
the nation. Whilst he lived, his father was but a temporary 
inconvenience, even in the eyes of those who liked him least. 
His “ ways.” which all, save the mere, small, closely-packed 
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conservative majority cordially hated, were impatiently borne, 
yet constituted after all but “wn mauvais moment a passer,” 
as the French say, and for the future the prince royal was 
looked to with real confidence and real hope. Some there 
are,— nay, we might almost say many,—who said at the 
time, and who still persist in saying, that, had the Duc 
d’Orleans lived, the nation would have been cruelly disap- 
pointed; that the prince had all his father’s defects, and less 
than the veteran king’s ability; that he wanted the king's 
experience, and made up for it by no greater truthfulness or 
sincerity. ‘This may or may not be true: it suflices that the 
nation generally did not believe it, and based upon the charac- 
ter it believed to be that of the heir to the throne hopes and 
previsions, ardent in proportion to the dissatisfaction afforded 
by the throne’s actual possessor to all such sentiments. The 
natural consequence, of course, was, that the Due d’Orleans’s 
death broke the tie by which Louis Philippe’s pretended skil- 
fulness and the nation’s patience were bound together. The 
nation might and did commiserate, — it might, and did, lose 
sight of the sovereign in the bereaved father; but this was 
momentary ; and from the hour the prince royal was no more, 
the nation had lost the reason of its indulgence. That no 
longer existed, in the anticipation of which the country at 
large had consented to forego the pursuit of what it held to 
be its legitimate desires. There was in the near future no 
hope, in virtue whereof the present was to be resignedly 
borne. When the sable hangings were taken down from 
Notre Dame, and the tribute of individval kind-heartedness 
had been paid to personal and family bereavement, ‘hen the 
“ black honey-moon,” as Heine calls it, was over; and on the 
morrow the French nation was prepared to be exacting and 
troublesome, and to stand out upon its “rights.” The 13th of 
July, 1842, opened the prologue of that drama of dispute and 
of political tiraillement of which the last scene was on the 
24th of February, 1848; and this it is which we much won- 
der that our sagacious chronicler did not perceive. 

Something else he discerned, which it may probably be 
safely asserted no one but himself, in the days he wrote in, 
even dreamed of; and this was the approaching downfall of 
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the Bourgeoisie, and its possible sacrifice to the domination 
of the military element represented by the army. This is 
extremely curious and interesting, because, at the period to 
which we allude, nothing could have been further from the 
views and notions of Frenchmen in general. Louis Phi- 
lippe’s advent to power was supposed to be pre-eminently the 
work of the so-called “capacités” of France; his reign was 
thought to represent the reign of intellect, (which in fact 
it did not to one quarter the degree imagined,) and it was 
an almost universal habit to regard the army as intellectually 
inferior to the otherwise cultivated classes. If we had time 
or space to open a parenthesis upon this subject, it might not 
be hard to prove that here again a great error of judgment 
was committed. The pen may be said to have superseded 
the sword under Louis Philippe’s government, because those 
who wielded the former were more noisy, more overbearing, 
more fanfaron, than are habitually the most terrible swash- 
bucklers; but the reign of Louis Philippe was not on that 
account the reign of intelligence, and the pen did not rule 
with the king’s consent, for no man, perhaps, had a stronger 
dislike (in which his ministers for the last seven or eight years 
largely partook) for the scribblers who thought that office and 
“ place” were the positive and imprescriptible birthright of 
their quills. In that sense it is possible that the present em- 
peror scarcely carries his distaste for professional writers, and 
for individuals who cold- bloodedly start in life resolved to find 
their fortune at the bottom of an ink-bottle, to a greater ex- 
tent than Louis Philippe did ; but nevertheless it is not to be 
denied, that what is often falsely termed “ public opinion” 
maintained the superiority of quill-men over drill-sergeants. 
The epaulette was at a discount, and it was commonly held 
that one of the proofs of the country’s undeniable political 
progress lay in the fact of her having escaped from the pres- 
tigre = military glory, and from the belief in the plumed, 
spurred, and helmeted heroes of the empire. ‘These were ban- 
ished to chimney-boards in road-side inns. Even M. Scribe 
found that in the Vaudeville and the Opera Comique they no 
longer “took,” and gave them up in disgust. Les Colonels 
were gone by, even at the Gymnase, and this in spite of 
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M. Thiers and the return of the Emperor's coffin from St. 
Helena. Yet at this very moment Heine (in January, 1542) 
writes : — 

“What is to become of this country? . .... What is to be done 
against this ever-increasing individualism, this particularism, this ex- 
tinction of all esprit de corps, that brings on the moral death of na- 
tions? The money-worship has brought this state of things about. 
But will it or can it last? or will an event of all-superseding force, 
a stroke of chance, or a great public disaster, reunite together men’s 
minds and hearts in France? No nation is abandoned of Heaven ; 
and when a nation slumbers from fatigue or indolence, Heaven pre- 
pares its future awakeners, who, hidden in some remote, dark corner 
are biding their time, and awaiting the hour of the general uprising. 
Where now are the awakeners watching? I have often asked this 
in a whisper, and the answer, mysteriously given, is, ‘The army!’ 
And I hear it said around me, * Here in the army is still a strong 
feeling of patriotism and nationality ; here under the tricolored flag 
have taken refuge those generous instincts that the reigning industrial- 
ism repulses and turns into ridicule; here is still to be found civic 
virtue, the valorous love of honor and high deeds, and the faculty of 
ardent enthusiasm ; and whilst everywhere else predominate discord 
and social decomposition, the healthiest life breathes here still, and 
the sternest authority meets with obedience ; here is discipline, here 
is at least a unity,—an armed one.’ I have even heard it hinted, 
that a by no means impossible event would be the overthrow of 
the present reigning Jourgeo(sie by the army, which would thus 
enact once more a second 18th Brumaire in presence of a second 
Directoire.” (This is written, do not let us forget, in 1842!) “So 
after all, then, the burden of the song would be, Sabre-Government ; 
and humanity and society would be once again treated to all the bustle 
made by glory, with its eternal Ze Deums, with the foul-smelling 
tallow of its illuminations, with its big gold-epauletted heroes, and its 


permanent cannon-fire.” — pp. 228, 229. 


Were we not justified in saying that Heine’s Lutéce was 
a “ prophecy of the past”? 

But Heine only foresaw here the ridiculous part of “ Sabre- 
Government,” as he terms it. He supposed that the sword, 


if appealed to against the corruption of the Bourgeoisie and 
the industrial spirit, would exercise a purifying influence. 
He did not advert to the possible fact of identity of corrup- 
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tion in both army and Bourgeoisie ; he did not see, in the 
dim advance of years, the “ gold-epauletted heroes” as greedy 
for gain as the traders in gold themselves. He did not image 
forth to himself a state of society in which the sword should 
be the mere instrument of oppression, in which brute force 
should supersede intelligence, but in which the worship of 
probity and honor should not be offered up more ardently 
by the Maréchal de France than by the stock-jobbers. Heine 
thought of the army as the refuge of honesty, and did not 
dream of a period when dishonesty should be everywhere. 
This, however, is a detail. The curious part of the whole 
matter is, that, in the lazy flood of fat security that was little 
by little mollifying France at the time our German poet made 
his observations on the country, he should have been able 
to admit the possibility of a time coming when the then 
apparently most obsolete of all forms of government — mili- 
tary rule — would be required as a counterpoise and cure 
for the gangrene that was gradually setting in. 

* Every twenty years (or even less),” says a great intellect- 
ual authority in France, “you have fresh representatives of 
momentary power; they do not attain to the dignity of an 
aristocracy, but for the time being they constitute Public 
Importance.” This is so true, that any foreigner coming 
to Paris after an absence of some years and a change of gov- 
ernment, would fancy himself in a country quite different 
from the one he knew before. Instead of dukes, he would 
find bankers; instead of generals, declaimers; instead of po- 
ets, political economists. There, where he might have left 
M. de Richelieu, M. de Serre, or M. de Montmorency, high in 
their fellow-countrymen’s esteem, he would return to find 
that they were “inadmissible,” “rococo in the extreme,” 
“ wholly unbusiness-like,” and “ foolish,’ — types only where- 
by to appreciate the utter stupidity of those whom they had 
governed. He would in all safety allow himself to admire 
the “ practical capacities ” that had succeeded in the task of 
directing what Heine calls “ that vulgar shop, the state”; for 
these had been borne upon the current of popular favor to 
their position, by the main force of their superiority. But lo! 
some years later, Public Importance, after being personified in 
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Thiers, Guizot, Villemain, Cousin, De Broglie, De Remusat, 
or Molé, allows itself to be again vested in men without con- 
sideration or fame, in men to whose names no distinction 
attaches, and whose title to power seems to be that they are 
socially and intellectually nothing. An American who should 
at this moment, for instance, visit Paris, would, if he did not 
dive down somewhat beneath the surface, wonder where had 
disappeared what he heard of once as the notabilities of 
France. Or if he were just starting into life, and were too 
young to have heard much of the political history of the last 
quarter of a century, he would take for the notabilities of 
France men like Messrs. Fould, Baroche, Morny, 'Troplong, 
etc., would be liable to form but a mediocre notion of the 
integrity or intelligence of a leading nation of Europe, and 
would inevitably ask himself what could be men’s ideas of 
“ master-minds,” if they found any such to admire and extol 
in France. Those that ave belong to a kind that affords 
small hold to the esteem of the upright or intellectual, and 
of those that were there is literally no trace. Of the mere 
talents of the latter as writers, historians, philosophers, and 
critics, — commentators, in short, upon others’ deeds, — there 
never was greater proof than at this hour; for they all have 
written, or are writing, books that will last while the literary 
monuments of France endure. But of these men themselves, 
not as commentators, but actors, — doers of deeds, — we re- 
peat it, there is absolutely no trace. From this point of view, 
therefore, Heine’s Lutéce is not merely a curious or inter- 
esting, it is an invaluable work ; a faithful record of the lives 
of those men who during eighteen years personified Public 
[Importance in France,—a true picture of the society that 
was the reigning society of that time, and is now no more, 
but is broken up, dispersed, its component elements scattered 
here and there. 

For those who had known and observed the France de- 
scribed by Henri Heine, Lutéce is a charming, and, in many 
respects, a touching remembrancer of what is by-gone; for 
those who were strangers to the whole, it is an abundant 
source of information, to be relied on like ocular testimony. 
Heine’s book gives you (unlike most pictures) the reality of 
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detail and the truth of general effect. After reading it atten- 
tively, you not only possess with precision certain facts, but 
you see them framed, as it were, in the smaller incidents of 
every-day life that surrounded them, and made, so to say, 
the decoration of the scene. You follow society in its goings 
and comings, watching who moves it, and also how it is 
moved. You pass your mornings at the Chambre des Dépu- 
(és, and your evenings in the coulisses of the Grand Opera, 
amongst the full-blown, bloomless, long-established, famous, 
fashionable chieftainesses of the corps de ballet, whom our 
author so wittily and truly styles “ La Pairie de la Danse” ; 
and you learn here indirectly, and by an apparently frivolous 
application, to recognize one of the principles that governed 
and helped to ruin France,—the distrust and dislike of youth ; 
one of the immense mistakes of the régime of July, which 
contributed to banish from it all lofty and generous impulse, 
and to mark it in the eyes of the world more with the seal of 
cunning and sordidness than even with that of corruption. 
Guided by the poet of the Reisebilder, you pass from the 
statesman’s study to the artist’s studio; from the concert-room, 
where Franz Liszt exhibits his hair and his talent on the 
piano-forte to an audience in contortions of enthusiasm, and 
utterly incapable in fact of distinguishing whether he plays 
well or ill, to the race-course of Chantilly, where men risk 
their fortunes upon a thing they neither do well nor are 
amused by. You Jive in Paris, with the men and women 
of the day, who, living, surround you and initiate you into 
the secrets of their existence. You have clearly impressed 
upon your sense all the truth, and all the falseness, of the 
period, copied exactly by the chronicler. 

We have perhaps far too lengthily tried to give our readers 
on this side the Atlantic a notion of what Lu/éce really is; 
but we would seriously advise such of them as are curious of 
what has been arrogantly styled “Je plus beau royaume aprés 
celui du ciel,” to read the book. They will find that we have. 
not said too much of it, and that it perpetuates an historical 
epoch, the traces of which are being more and more every 
day eflaced from the political and social surface of France. 
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Arr. II. — Appletons’ Cyclopedia of Biography : embracing a 
Series of Original Memoirs of the most distinguished Per- 
sons of all Times, written for this Work by Sir Archibald 
Alison, D. C. L., William Baird, M. D., F. L. 8, Sir David 
Brewster, F. R. S James Bryce, A. M., F. G.S., John Hill 
Burton, Professor Creasy, A. M., Professor Eadie, D. D., 
LL. D., Professor Ferguson, A. M., Professor Gordon, F. R. 
S. E., James Hedderwick, John A. Heraud, Robert Jameson, 
D. D., Charles Knight, James Manson, James M+‘ Connechy, 
Professor Nichol, LL. D., Elihu Rich, Professor Spalding, 
M. A., Professor Thomson, M. D., F. R. S&., Ralph N. Wor- 
num. American Edition, edited by Francis Hawks, 
D. D., LL. D. With numerous Illustrations. New York: 
D. Appleton & Co. 1856. pp. 1058. 


Turis book —an enlarged reprint from the English work — 
draws in the train of its announcement, we perceive, numer- 
ous testimonies of the newspaper press, presupposing for the 
sentence given all the time, pains, and careful comparison 
usual in such cases. It were not delicate, possibly, in some 
things to make light of the judges who have preceded us in 
the same cause, and whose decisions we had a presentiment 
on the very threshold must be reversed; but a bulky refer- 
ence-book of any kind, involving an endless multiplicity of 
particulars, is an exception surely, if any there be, to that rule. 
It will not do to issue grave and confident decrees from a 
bird’s-eye glance over a field of survey like this. 

But though our present criticism will take a somewhat 
wider range than the book chosen for our text, we confess 
to a penchant, strong and of some date, for the very class of 
books in question,—a humor which has found vent in various 
classifications, and in tabular lists, intended to set forth the 
merits, in this point or that, of the several biographical collec- 
tions, recent or remote, relatively to one another and to posi- 
tive perfection. We do not readily think of any one else so 
inoculated with the same taste, or willing to yield so much 
time to its indulgence. But be sure, reader, to construe this 
frankness aright. If so much manuscript be taken for granted 
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as significant of overt acts in intention, forestalled by such 
labors as the present, thus solving the mood in which, more 
than ourselves could wish, the succeeding strictures have been 
penned, the answer is both ready and sincere. All this ad- 
mitted waste of pen and ink has been but the recreation of idle 
hours, no ulterior thought being entertained fora moment. The 
Hine ille lachryme cannot be thrown in our teeth. To return, 
there seems then no better time than now, while or after dis- 
posing of the work, about which the public judgment needs 
to be a little better instructed, to glance at this neglected cat- 
egory of books. Neglected indeed it has been. We know 
not where to turn, in the past volumes of this journal, or of 
our fellow-reviewers abroad, for some aid to the poverty of 
our own comments, or indorsement of our own conclusions. 
The results of our researches are not at all complimentary. 
No other books are there, of which the getting up has been 
such an off-hand process, and none that have so abused the 
too easy confidence of purchasers. 

The vast benefit of combining the differing gifts of many 
minds in a project like the present is a fond idea; and evi- 
dently, as their Preface shows, one that has quite caught the 
fancy of the New York publishers. But does it not occur, at 
first blush, that, remembering the peculiar and unlike habits 
of professed authors, it can hardly be hoped, without a mira- 
cle, that these joint labors can be so fused as to insure uni- 
formity and symmetry in the end? ‘There is no room to spe- 
cify all the particulars, — relative length of articles, rightful 
arrangement of numerous names, the use of contractions, an- 
nexing of authorities. Who will guarantee the subjection of 
so many conflicting humors and tastes to a common system ? 
Will the supervising authority be cheerfully given up to a 
central mind? And if it is, will that central mind have the 
patience to supervise? ‘To fail of that oneness of execution 
is a radical defect. But it is a want visible upon every leaf 
of the present work. So much for the general principle of 
combination. As to the particular company leagued together 
in the execution of the English work, while we are not, for 
ourselves, deeply sensible of the prestige that follows their 
names, far be it from us to doubt their fair position in the 
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world of letters. The reputation, indeed, of the majority, (not 
of all,) has crossed the water. Sir David Brewster's name 
may be left without further addition. We have read John Hill 
Burton’s pleasant Life of Hume, and are content to take upon 
trust those of Lord Lovat and Lord President Forbes, as well 
as his voluminous History of Scotland. Professor Creasy’s 
“ Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World” is well known, but 
to us only by fame. Fora while lying rumor credited Professor 
Nicol with a notable book, stili waiting to be owned ; and to 
his further repute among us his transient visit some years ago 
has, no doubt, contributed. But, in passing, one cannot for- 
bear to say that his articles are sui generis. They are a curi- 
osity to read, and not to be read without diversion. They are 
those which treat of the great masters in science; and, bio- 
graphical in no sense, from the very start dash into the strain 
of abstruse dissertation. A sly rebuke from some of his col- 
leagues, administered to this his infirmity, has in it a touch 
of humor. At the foot of the long article upon Plato, bearing 
his initials, we find in brackets: “ This is the account fur- 
nished by the learned professor of astronomy, &c. As the 
reader may naturally expect to find something of the biog- 
raphy of Plato in this book, the following is subjoined.” 
Professor Spalding’s “ Compendium of the English Language 
and Literature,” there is reason to think, has more of a true 
scholar’s stamp upon it than either of the half-dozen works or 
more of that sort sent forth during the last twenty years. 
Alison has perhaps the advantage of all his associates in be- 
ing popularly known; but have we not been told, that all the 
aid he has rendered to the work under review is summed up 
in the articles on Marlborough and Wellington ? 

To our limited retrospect of literary history no example 
readily presents itself in view to bear out the theory of the 
great advantage of concerted over solitary effort in learned 
enterprises. Encyclopedias, as commonly understood, — re- 
positories of universal knowledge,— come not fairly into the 
account. We speak only of separate departments of that 
knowledge, broad though they often are.  Garrick’s well- 
known epigram upon his great friend’s Dictionary boasted, 
(alluding to the number of the Academy of Paris,) that 
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“ Johnson, well armed like a hero of yore, 
Has beat forty French ” ; 

and probably no genuine Englishman since has dreamed of 
doubting that dictum. And he upon whom in our day the 
mantle of his labors most worthily rests, with which, by the 
best right, should go as well the oracular voice, — Dr. Wor- 
cester, — is a host in himself, if the entire and deferential reli- 
ance upon his authority of the é/ite and educated among us, 
almost to a man, can create him such. Dictionaries of words 
offer a case quite parallel enough for our purpose to Diction- 
aries of men. But what, in truth, for Biography itself, has 
been ever gained towards an eflective result by this sort of 
trades-union, if it may so be called? The compilation of 
Tooke and his colleagues (15 vols. 8vo, 1798), and that of 
Dr. Aikin, backed by some of his Unitarian friends (10 vols. 
4to), in the opening years of this century, never won for 
themselves either high authority or wide circulation ; and 
have long been as obsolete as Collier’s Moreri, or as the Eng- 
lish work of Birch, Lockman, & Co., engrafted upon Bayle. 
The “ Cyclopedia of Biography,’ — not fifteen years ago, — 
got up by Lord Brougham’s “ Society ” (for brevity so called), 
and meant as a companion to the “ Penny Cyclopiedia,” 
though started under such high auspices, and looked to with 
fond expectation, proved a signal failure, that expired almost 
on the very threshold. 

The confidence inspired by an array of conductors is thus 
fanciful enough; but how much better based is the respect 
that bows down before an array of volumes? It is too quick- 
ly thought (though not unnaturally) that here is a nearer ap- 
proach to the universality the title assumes. An illusion that 
lives but a day! All that is apt to come of these extension 
Dictionaries is expanded notices of the more prominent men; 
and this good could be well dispensed with. The great de- 
sideratum is (for the great defect corresponds to it) the rescue 
and preservation of names that compilation after compilation 
passes by, with the most amusing blindness ; not names origi- 
nally obscure (far indeed from that), but which might, after 
being studiously kept out of sight for a century or two, with- 
out any wonder be deemed so. It is a doubt if Alexander 
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Chalmers’s imposing series (London, 32 vols. 8vo, 1812-17), 
or the half-hundred volumes of the Biographie Universelle, of 
which the praise seems to go by rote, would, in the numerical 
aggregate of their articles, show a higher figure than Lem- 
priere, Watkins, or Gorton. The Biographical Dictionary 
of Lord Brougham’s “ Society” happily terminated at the 
seventh volume; but though the whole series had not sufliced 
for the initial letter of the alphabet, it forgot to embalm that 
good lady, Hannah Adams, almost the very earliest New 
England author by profession, and who had been introduced 
to its acquaintance both by Eliot and Allen. Perhaps we are 
to take as amends for this omission her namesake, the wife 
of the elder ex-President, dragged into that publicity only 
through a volume or two of posthumous letters, —a highly ac- 
complished woman, but who probably neither dreamed of nor 
coveted that sort of distinction. We will not, on the other 
hand, dispute that the passion for undue compression, and 
for crowding within one pair of covers what in the nature of 
things will not submit to such confinement, is an evil also, 
though of another kind and lesser degree. There is thought 
to be a strong lure in the words “complete in one volume” ; 
but we get our full punishment in an unsightly bulk and un- 
manageable weight. Many, it may be, will be apt to deem 
the work now on trial sufficiently “a caution” as regards 
this latter mistake, where distinct articles of the one-line 
measure dot the page by the score or score and a half togeth- 
er,— so pinched as often to make the identity of the person 
meant a moot point,—and where contractions of the most 
original pattern, and unseen in letter-press before, mutilate 
half the words.” The effect is rather comic, from the amputa- 
tion being resorted to at the very point where hard necessity 
enforces it. But we continue to insist, that the number of 
the volumes is an infliction more to be dreaded than their 
fewness ; assuredly so, if we include in the account its ex- 
ceedingly bad policy as a commodity in the market. We are 
strongly tempted here to reveal something of our own beau 
ideal, as it loomed up before the mind’s eye long ago. A 


* The double page now open before us — taken at haphazard — counts up to one 
hundred and five recorded names, of which but siz exceed two lines! 
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three-volume Dictionary,—rather exceeding a thousand pages 
to a volume, — in a fine but clear type, (Loudon’s Encyclo- 
peedias are an example in point,) would render to men of the 
most eventful history the amplest justice it is right to look 
for, while the individual list should transcend in completeness 


any collection hitherto seen. 

But we have too long deferred the especial work given us 
to do. The analysis of Appletons’ Cyclopedia, it troubles 
us to foresee, must sprinkle capital letters over some three or 
four following pages to an ungraceful extent. But obvious it 
is that no book of this nature can be exhibited in just meas- 
ure without making the scene alive with a goodlier company 
than all tastes incline to meet. We must hope, then, from 
readers whose patience cannot follow us, indulgence mean- 
while. We assure them, it is but a small part of the wor- 
thies so much of our time has been spent in collecting and 
arranging, that our limited space allows us to introduce. 

The cursory reviewer in Putnam’s Magazine has anticipat- 
ed us, so far as a hint can be so regarded, in one or two points 
of criticism; to wit, the astounding disproportion in length of 
notices. Ina book where the scale of limit assigned to the 
immense majority of its subjects is the minutest possible, 
the maximum share of the most favored — and those a very 
select few — cannot with any fairness exceed two pages. 
Certainly some well-considered rule on this head there should 
be; and it should be strictly followed too. It is very plain, 
notwithstanding, that the work does not even purport to have 
any rule; and this is in keeping with its whole outward char- 
acter. We have in despair abandoned the register, far contin- 
ued, of articles of the two and even one line pattern; articles 
upon those, of whom, in common parlance, everybody has 
heard. But it was kept long enough to impound such critics 
as Casaubon and Lipsius; such antiquaries as Camden, 
Cotton, and Lord Hailes; philosophers like Sir Kenelm 
Digby and Monboddo; Lebrun and Lesueur, the topmost 
names among French painters; fashionables like Lady Bles- 
sington and Count d’Orsay; novelists no humbler than Mrs. 
Brunton and Jane Austen (for Miss Ferrier does not even 
come to mind), and of their English brothers in that field, a 
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large half-dozen. Add to these civil historians like Guicciar- 
dini, Davila, Michaud, William Belsham, and James Grahame, 
as well as Fleury and Dupin, of the Church ; statesmen like 
the younger Cecil, Hatton, Godolphin, both Digbys Earls of 
Bristol, John Duke of Argyle, Henry Flood, and our own 
William Lowndes; men of arms like Du Guesclin, the Chev- 
alier Bayard, Graham of Claverhouse, the Marquis of Granby, 
the Prince of Parma, Benningsen and Koutousoff, and Barons 
Haynau and Bulow. Pass we to professional life, and the same 
category swallows up jurists of the stamp of Lord Camden 
and Lord Kenyon, John Dunning, Sir William Grant, and Sir 
Vicary Gibbs; physicians like Fothergill and Cheyne, with 
their eminent successors in recent London life (all knighted), 
Halford, Blane, Carlisle, Knighton, and Home. As faring no 
better, we have jotted down more than forty English prelates, 
many known in the learned world, and as many by a strongly 
marked active career. This assertion none will doubt, who 
will run over the earlier names of Fisher and Bonner, of Bull, 
Hough, and Ken, Reynolds and Burnet, Douglas and Hors- 
ley ; and, within the last generation, of Bathurst, Copleston, 
Jebb, Burgess, Butler (of Lichfield),and Kaye. ‘To the same 
level sinks — who would think it? — the great author of the 
“Analogy.” It is odd surely, and that in a book issued under 
Episcopalian auspices, both that the mitre should receive so 
little respect, and that the notice of several of the above fails 
to recognize their prelatical office. To swell this long enu- 
meration, there come (though not in sleeves of lawn) such 
lights of the established Church as Gataker, Chillingworth, 
Hammond, Bingham, Kennicott, Blayney, Blackburne, Balguy, 
“ Ben Mordecai” Taylor, and Daubeney; and such lights out 
of it as Bates, Daniel Burgess, and Flavel, Chandler and Ab- 
ernethy, Geddes, Evanson and Harwood, the Scotch divines 
Leecman, Scougal, George Campbell, Dr. Blair, and all the 
Erskines, the Evangelicals Burder and Hawker, with Unitari- 
anism bringing up the rear in Biddle, Emlyn, Toulmin, Jebb, 
John Jones, Cappe, and Carpenter. Let the impatient reader 
suffer us yet to add that New England favorite, Hugh Peters, 
the Zoilus of critics John Dennis, the eccentric Duchess of 
Newcastle, the classic Sir William Gell and Thomas Hope, 
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the Earl of Burlington, the glory of architecture, Dr. Bell, the 
new guide in education, and the writers Sir Egerton Brydges 
and Lord Dover. Conceive of all this long line of notables 
compacted together into little more than a page! 

But we stay our hand. As an old and well-known histori- 
an writes, “ But the time would fail us to tell,” equally would 
space fail us to bring all these diminutives to an end. While 
yet there is roow, let us recollect that we have still to do with 
an opposite extreme. By our graduation, a half-hundred 
articles at least are open to the charge of inordinate length. 
As to the subjects of some, this would be no less true were 
the Dictionary of any extent; but as to the most, the asser- 
tion respects the actual compass of the work, or the space 
allotted to other celebrities in the same sphere. To judge 
from Archimedes, Tycho Brahe, Leibnitz, Galileo, Kepler, La- 
grange, Laplace, Arago, or James Watt, it might be thought 
that physical science was, with the editor, number one ; but 
it would divert this conclusion in favor of the demagogues, to 
look at Robespierre, Desmoulins, or Danton. Then the mys- 
tics represented by Boehmen and Swedenborg might seem to 
dispute the palm; or the philosophers, as seen in Plato and 
Socrates. ‘To us, however, all of them are overdone. Again, 
the men of whom one is very apt to call the other up to mind 
experience the most unequal treatment in these columns. 
Cromwell’s limits slightly exceed the half of Washington’s, 
are the fifth part of Wellington's, and the seventh of Napole- 
on’s. Burke and Burns, on contiguous pages, occupy sever- 
ally less than one and more than three columns. Dr. Swett 
of New York, a young physician of a bright but brief career, 
outstrips Dr. Rush nine times told. A certain Governor Met- 
calfe of Kentucky swells in these pages to a portliness more 
than a match for the united leanness of all his brethren in 
office. Compare the founders of homcopathy (Hahnemann) 
and of hydropathy (Priessnitz),— more than a column to four 
lines. ‘To exemplify this very defect, we have looked at par- 
ticular walks of fame. Of the leading British heroes of the 
ocean, — forty, let us say, —some ten or twelve show a fair 
medium; about eight others would each of them swallow 
up (as would Ruyter of Holland) the remainder. Take some 
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twenty-five stars of the stage, and it is with a similar re- 
sult. Barry, long the rival of Garrick, is disposed of in a sin- 
gle line. 

Many articles might be referred to, as perplexing, erroneous, 
or defective. Thus George Taylor is a “ Signer of the Dec- 
laration,” and Colonel John Taylor a “ U. S. Senator”; but 
the State they represent it is left for the reader to ferret out,— 
a very frequent oversight. William Lowndes, C. Cotesworth 
Pinckney, Commodore Barron, A. C. Hanson, and Donald 
Macnicol lack the most prominent item in their respective 
lives. James Bissett is simply called “a fugitive [?] writer” ; 
would not “ historian ” have been at once definite and shorter? 
H. Boyd (read “ H. F. Boyd”) is styled “a translator, last 
century”; if it had added, with dates, “of Dante,” it would 
have been all the better. Our old acquaintance, Tom Cor- 
yate, the famed pedestrian round Europe, is served up in the 
strange single phrase, “an Eng. navigat.” Perhaps it in- 
dicates a new system in the orthography of proper names, 
just dawning, that the prince of artists, Michel Angelo Buo- 
narotti, usually found under B, has his names formidably 
rolled into one, and “turns up” within the letter M; while 
“ William Cooper, an English poet, 1731 — 1800,” was a poser 
for a while, till the bright thought came, that the dates would 
answer for an author not wholly unknown, the poet of “ The 
Task.” We are all at a stand whom the article “John Lowell, 
first judge of Massachusetts, 1779-1840,” was meant to com- 
memorate. Barring the sad vagueness as to the judgeship, 
it is true in part of two persons, and wholly true of neither. 
The younger John Lowell, who left the law, his first profes- 
sion, in early manhood, to become eminent in politics and 
agriculture, died in 1840, it is true. But his birth-date is 
widely astray, and he was no judge whatever. His father of 
the same name, who died in 1802, was indeed a judge ; not, 
however, the first of Massachusetts, that honor belonging some- 
where a century or two earlier, but the first of that system of 
District Judges which marked the close of John Adams's 
administration. The public life of John Rutledge of South 

Carolina is crowned, says the sketch, with his being “ pro- 
moted to the high function of chief justice of the U. 8.” 
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Not exactly, Mr. Biographer. Promoted to a station he 
cannot be called who is emphatically negatived with the 
first opportunity. If in civil or academical honors there be 
a constitutional process for reaching them, to confer them 
on paper upon one who fails to pass smoothly through these 
several stages is only bravado. Very true it is, that within 
scarcely three years, and in strangely close succession, we 
have seen two series of “ Lives of Chief Justices of the United 
States” (so styled), in both of which this rejected aspirant not 
only finds a place, but in one of them the amplest in the whole 
series. ‘The suspicion cannot well be stifled, that it was be- 
lieved (truly, we hope) public sentiment needed their help to 
set it right, though it were mainly by dint of reiteration, and 
that this was the chief inducing motive of both productions. 
But would the editor of the Cyclopedia of Biography have 
us understand him as taking these for his guides? ‘The delin- 
eation of the first and great Secretary of the Treasury, with 
an excess of caution, closes with the words, that “ he was 
unquestionably one of the ablest men the country has ever 
produced.” Alas for the country! such a production it was 
not for her to boast; to do so, belongs to one of the most 
petty islands in the West Indies. But letting that objection 
pass, might not those little particles well be thrown aside as 
an idle superfluity ? 

“Some thousands of names’ 
says his Preface, to “ the English publication ’ 
proceeds, “ mostly of Americans,” we do but lift up both hands 
in silent wonder. Did we read aright, — thousands? “ By the 
head of Mahomet!” well exclaims the captive Mustapha in his 
pleasant satirical touches, in Salmagundi, at what even thus 
early was our besetting vanity, —“ By the head of Mahomet! 
what a prodigious great country is this!” It was for Dr. 
Hawks virtually to add,— but in no strain of irony he,—* Ay, 
verily ; and the number of its sons who have the seal of immor- 
tality upon their foreheads is as the stars of the sky in multi- 
tude.” We thank our stars that we are not yet so patriotically 
mad. So very much humbler is our estimate of the national 
claim to a share in these pages, that we begin to feel some 


the editor “has added,” so 
; but when it 
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concern for our personal safety in letting it out, after see- 
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ing the above declaration. When the second edition (with 
us) of Lempriere — that by E. Lord, 1825 — appeared, its 
very title-page proclaimed that it contained 800 American 
names. How small does this sound by the side of the pres- 
ent work! And yet every way probable is it that Lord had, 
with eager painstaking, collected and swelled this ostenta- 
tious list, as the most lofty rebuke to the author, whose un- 
pardonable sin it was, that, in the original issue of his two 
volumes, the number of articles vouchsafed to America might 
have been fully expressed by the above figure, ciphers strick- 
en off! The memorable persons who have emerged into 
notice, or left the scene, during the quarter-century (1825-450) 
that has since elapsed, bear no small proportion to the abso- 
lute all who have any right, or should have any hope, to be 
found eventually in a Dictionary of world-wide compass. 
The legitimate inmates of such a Dictionary do not, as reck- 
oned upon our tables, we are sure, exceed half the number so 
complacently announced by the editor of 1825. A * Univer- 
sal Biography,” — that is its sweep, observe, — commencing 
at home, and before it gets to the other hemisphere so gen- 
erous as to outstrip the aggregate just named, might possibly 
be popular,—a poor issue enough truly. Yet even this it 
would not be with judges likely to make one vain; and it could 
only serve to feed that national humor so bloated already, 
which must needs summon out other Mustaphas for its hum- 
bling and chastisement. But not every Signer of the Decla- 
ration, every State Governor, every Bishop of a Diocese, every 
small hero or martyr of the Revolutionary or Mexican war, 
does the great world covet acquaintance with, and for our- 
selves we are very loth to press the acquaintance upon it. 
The roll-call of the first-named set of worthies would, through 
its whole line, we make no doubt, find a quick response from 
the columns of the * Cyclopedia of Biography.” 

The publishers, too, like the editor, show in their advertise- 
ment a special solicitude for the American part of the work, 
and fondly “hope that no important name has been omitted.” 
Of course, it was already on our lips to say, there is no fear 
whatsoever, the temptation being all the other way. And yet 
abundance, and superabundance even, is not equivalent to 
28° 
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completeness ; and though unwilling to break rudely in upon 
their complacency, we submit the following list of omitted 
names for them to muse upon :— 

Hannah Adams (already spoken of in another connection) ; 
Ethan Allen of Ticonderoga and infidel fame (an author in 
the last character) ; John Armstrong, writer of the Newburgh 
Letters, beside being a Cabinet Minister and diplomatist ; 
Governor Endicott; Pontiac, the Indian chief immortalized 
by Parkman; John Osborn, our early poet, handed down by 
his Whaling Song; Eastburn, the author (in part) of Ya- 
moyden ; Dr. Peters, the Tory historian of Connecticut, some 
chapters of whom read so much like fable, and have long been 
a standing joke; Mrs. Rawson, our first novelist, whose Char- 
lotte ‘Temple at least lives yet in the memory of many ; the 
comedian, Henry J. Finn; Luther Martin of Maryland, a ju- 
rist of the widest fame and connected with every great cause 
of his day ; Joseph Hopkinson (son of the “ Signer”), a twin 
light of the Philadelphia bar; William Sampson, the Irish 
exile and advocate, whose wit (to name nothing more), in 
the first years of this century, made an era in the New York 
courts; Benjamin Pratt, Chief Justice of that State, having 
first been an eminent civilian of our own; his later brethren, 
the lights of New Hampshire (with a common prefix), Mason 
and Smith; Dabney Carr of Virginia, father and son, the 
praises of the former celebrated by Jeflerson, and also by Wirt 
(Life of Patrick Henry); Andrew Oliver, a founder of the 
American Academy, and the learned essayist upon Comets ; 
our admirable philologist and Grecian, John Pickering; Dr. 
Emmons, one of the oracles of Hopkinsian Calvinism; Dr. 
Porter of the Andover Seminary, well known as an eloquent 
preacher, and still better as the author of very popular text- 
books in his department; the elder Henry Ware, meriting a 
place were it but as the central object of a great theological 
ferment a half-century ago, though in himself also a most 
judicious discourser and courteous controversialist ; Andrews 
Norton, accounted by many, it is certain, the most learned 
and acute biblical scholar hitherto seen in this land; Joe 
Smith, the founder of Mormonism; and last, of unhappy 
memory, Dr. John W. Webster, whom we should seruple to 
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mention in any light connection, or indeed at all, were one 
soul yet left among us to be painfully moved at reviving his 
name. But as Dr. Johnson is made to say in that happy 
parody (by A. Chalmers) of the Boswellian style of record, 
“Sir, I would have a Biographia Flagitiosa,’—surely in 
a “Universal Biography,” the only passport into which is 
notoriety, the title is not to be disputed of one whose case 
has travelled round the globe. Eugene Aram and Dr. Dodd 
are found in every such collection, and properly enough ; yet 
hardly by an equal tenure. 

The above enumeration might well have included the 
younger Buckminster, the lament of an age to which he 
was so early lost; but we detected him in season, stealing 
in under his grandfather's wing, only to have himself recorded 
in a single line as the editor of Griesbach’s New Testament ! 
Dr. Mayhew, the champion of his country and of Congrega- 
tionalism, can only be called an exception from the list in 
very much the same way. We find nothing but his name 
in the notice of the father. But the article upon Dr. Wain- 
wright mentions him again, and within that little says some 
things that would be as new to the Doctor as they are to us. 
If the media who make this age so privileged serve the pur- 
poses of correspondence between the two worlds equally well 
from this to the other as they are known to do vice versa, 
Dr. Mayhew should learn forthwith, that he “was distin- 
guished among the Socinian Congregational divines of Bos- 
ton.” It need scarcely be stated, that, at the date of his 
decease (1766), this loosest of all loose designations did not 
rightfully belong to any divine in the place. 

Of the omitted names now specified, many are found in 
other collections, such as Dr. Allen’s, Parke Godwin’s, the 
Encyclopedia Americana, &c.; while, in some other cases, 
death was too recent to afford the opportunity. But Luther 
Martin, Sampson, Pontiac, Mrs. Rawson (strange as it sounds 
to be said of the first especially), are waifs never yet picked 
up by any biographical compiler. One is amused to see who 
they are, that may often be said to have insinuated them- 
selves into the place of the overlooked worthies. Looking 
for Professor Andrews Norton, we find in lieu of him a 
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brother Professor and namesake of Yale College, we confess 
to us till now unknown. Under the same initial with one of 
the two legal Jeremiahs, the boast of New Hampshire, a United 
States Senator from our own contiguous State strikes the eye, 
whose one term in that body, thirty years ago, makes all his 
public life, owing that seat to mercantile experience and 
wealth alone, and of whom, when he left it, all memory 
passed at once away. ‘To these must be added an uncounted 
number of useful American divines,—two or three score possi- 
bly, — authors in some instances, very like, of an ordination or 
thanksgiving discourse; but whom our readers would have 
hardly asked the editor to enroll, and us now as little to re- 
count. For European omissions there is literally no room at 
all; nor have we taken special pains to collect them. Casu- 
ally, many have been noticed, but none we should have less 
expected, considering how long they have been in the public 
eye, and how lately departed, than the two eminent critics, 
wsthetical and biblical respectively, De Quincey of France and 
De Wette of Germany. 

In every extensive Biographical Dictionary, it deserves to 
be well weighed, what is the true initial of that numerous 
class that may be said to bear a twofold name. But the 
rule should be uniform, be the preference as it may. This 
clearly is, in our view, of the personal name over that which 
is adventitious. But consistency, even in the latter, were bet- 
ter than to see the most wanton irregularity prevail. One 
wishes to keep in juxtaposition, for the reader’s sake, members 
of the same family, their narratives being often intermingled ; 
as in the case of the double William Pitt, the Commoner and 
the Lord, or of the two brothers William and John Scott. 
Any other order than that just hinted conflicts with this; 
though it is equally marred, under any fruitful family name, 
by that odd arrangement, the baptismal ones in alphabetical 
succession. What is worse, the near connection of individ- 
uals thus disjoined repeatedly fails to be pointed out. A 
chronological order would have been just as good; though, 
in truth, no constant rule as to names under that category 
seems either needful or possible. Very often all these names 
will be in view at once; and if not, they will be adjacent. 
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The Smiths might be an exception. Yet the question of 
family or titled name makes a wider severance, and in 
the work before us the predominant mode of reference 
(system it is not) is the wrong one. But the exceptions 
abound, vexatiously enough; and it follows— showing their 
chance-medley character—that, in several cases, notices of 
the same individual are repeated. This too in a book where 
every inch of space seems to be as costly and as much prized 
as every foot of ground in our fast-growing cities! Charles 
Abbott is the common family name of Baron Colchester and 
Baron Tenterden, raised for public services to their titles in 
the first quarter of this century. One is sketched under his 
original name; for the other, you are sent to the other end of 
the volume. What can be more capricious? Again, if title 
is to settle the true arrangement, then surely the higher title, 
if there be a double elevation. Sir William Petty, inheriting 
the dignity of Earl of Shelburne, becomes in the end Mar- 
quis of Lansdowne. Be forewarned, however, reader, if you 
are in a hurry, not to seek him under L. The fancy in this 
case was for S,—the midway point, of course. But obvious- 
ly “ there was no king in Israel” while this work was under 
way; and the strange medley of contractions, the startling 
contrasts in length of notice, and this random distribution 
over the alphabet of innumerable articles, are plainly all to be 
traced to that which the publishers thought must needs be 
a special point of commendation, — too many cooks in this 
intellectual fare. 

We are troubled, in the survey of what we have had to say 
concerning this Cyclopedia, to see how much of our space 
its imperfections have engrossed. That feeling, however, is 
relieved by the fact that a great proportion of these strictures 
slide off from the American re-issue to fall upon the shoulders 
of the Transatlantic work. We do indeed account it a sad 
misjudgment to have taken up with such a basis, the re- 
sponsibility of which rests, perhaps, with the publishers, or we 
know not where. But it surprises us that the accomplished 
gentleman whose name it bears, so favorably known by his 
work on Egypt and by other labors, did not, by the influence 
he was entitled to hold, seasonably divert that choice else- 
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where. As some offset to our cynical humor, we readily con- 
cede to this Dictionary, even in its primary form, certain 
merits ; and among them, not of the humblest, freedom from 
the biases of party of any sort. For aught that we discover, 
the banner under which its conductors range themselves is 
seldom unfurled. ‘To this praise our old familiar authority, 
Lempriere, had a less valid claim. In the work before us, 
the article upon Priestley (unhappily a touchstone) is most 
honorable to the writer; and the absurd story of Dr. Chan- 
ning’s death-bed recantation is silently dropped by the Amer- 
ican editor. With less wisdom, the English work gives it 
room, though it is only to be scouted. It is gladly owned, 
also, that the long list of the forgotten is in this work reduced 
by a very few names. We now first welcome to a Biograph- 
ical Dictionary, James, Earl of Waldegrave, Richard, Earl 
Temple, Boyd, the translator of Dante, and “ King-making” 
Warwick of the time of the Roses. As to some of these, 
to be sure, it is a bare footing gained, and no more. 

But touching this matter of “ basis,” had a like labor been 
projected by ourselves, we have already intimated that their 
selection would not have been ours. We concur so far as that 
it were better, in order to its completest finish, for a Biographi- 
cal Dictionary to assume some groundwork, than to be execut- 
ed all de novo. But the preference, it has for some time been 
our conviction, belongs rather to Gorton, whose “ Universal 
Biography” was first issued in 1828, in two bulky octavos, 
the second in three better proportioned volumes, in 1833. It 
came out once more in 1850 from the hands of that incessant 
publisher, H. G. Bohn (4 vols. 8vo), who diffused, without 
very greatly enlarging, its previous matter. An inquirer par- 
tial to the work sought to know, through the London “ Notes 
and Queries,” a year or two since, whether this last edition 
sustained its reputation. The reply came from this side the 
water; and the little we are now able to say of its merits 
can only be to repeat that earlier judgment. But the opinion 
given must be mainly understood of the original compilation. 
When it finally lost the benefit of its author's supervision, 
one would like to know; but though that event must have 
gone by, the search for his death has hitherto been in vain. 
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It is singular enough that the last issue of his own volumes 
should contain no memorial of him, especially as he is, by 
one more work at least, known to the world. Then, again, 
has that issue enjoyed any other editorial care than the pub- 
lisher’s? But this query we venture to answer for ourselves, 
almost as soon as put, in the negative; it must in faith- 
fulness be said, the signs of a hurried preparation are un- 
mistakable. 

We are not about to analyze Bohn’s edition of Gorton, or 
Gorton’s work in general, having just finished that office for 
another, which has been for us a task sufficient at one time, 
and indubitably therefore for the reader. But as we never 
wish our sweeping condemnation, like that just uttered, to be 
taken upon trust, let us bring the former to the test merely 
of a small geographic circle, and of less than twenty years in 
time. Let us look at its muster-roll of our American wor- 
thies for those seventeen years that had elapsed from the 
appearance of the second edition (1833). With 1850 for the 
imprint on its title-page, and showing there the fair prom- 
ise, brought down to the present time, what is to be said of a 
“ Universal Biography” unenriched with either of the names 
subjoined, — Randolph, Dane, Wirt, Marshall, Livingston, 
Noah Webster, Jackson, Story, Kent, R. H. Wilde, Whea- 
ton, and the younger Adams? Our list, too, with one only 
exception, it will be seen, is confined to civilians and states- 
men. Willany man be bold enough to guess who are the 
departed that, during the interval referred to, make up for 
the absence of the above names? Perhaps there are none ; 
for the totality of mew American names in the edition of 
Bohn is fifteen* only; being about the cighth part of the 
obituary of those same years which our record counts worthy 
of remembrance and transmission. Even of this pittance, 
three or four names at least there are, at which an intelligent 
man among ourselves must smile perforce ; their title to an 
inch of space in a Dictionary solely national being greatly to 
be questioned. Others, it is true, may assert far better pre- 


* The American names, as found in the second edition of Gorton, are exactly 
ninety; in an impartial edition, brought down to 1850, could that number be quad- 
rupled ? 
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tensions, — Patrick Henry, De Witt Clinton, Bowditch, Chan- 
ning, Allston,— well worthy of all the letter-press they have 
contrived to win. ‘That is not much to say, since the genius 
and gifts of the last-named are imprisoned in eight lines. 
Some would put this down to the score of foreign disdain. 
That by no means follows. On the other side of the water 
an example presents itself of more monstrous disproportion 
yet. Francis, Lord Jeffrey, Charles Fourier, Mehemet Ali, 
and Daniel O’Connell fail to make up together the com- 
plement of a Gorton page, by more than twenty lines. 
Either of the four might claim the whole space three times 
told, taking, as is but fair, the standard of copiousness ob- 
served in the earlier editions. 

But put the last issue of Gorton’s volumes by incompe- 
tent hands aside,—the good opinion of the original work, 
referred to in the London periodical spoken of, may well 
enough be indorsed by us. What book of the kind should 
upon the whole take place by its side? Lempriere and Wat- 
kins, the authorities for the first quarter of the century, are be- 
coming obsolete ; have probably ceased to be reprinted now- 
Maunder’s “ Biographical Treasury,” a bulky duodecimo re- 
issued every three to five years, has many good points; but 
its dimensions suffice not at all to meet the public want. 
Besides, it assumes too great an interest for us in the genera- 
tions just gone by, and with which we have had some concern, 
over those a century or two past, and graduates their space 
accordingly. William A. Becket gives his name to another 
collection of the sort (3 vols. 8vo), which we have met with 
once or twice only, and dateless, though from internal marks 
clearly of about the year 1834-35. The head of Lord Al- 
thorpe for its frontispiece, perhaps denotes him as its patron. 
But obscurity is round about it. The reviews, one and 
all, ignore its existence ; and it has been a lost labor to fer- 
ret out anything of the author beyond his name. We may 
add, the work cites no authorities, divides with strange in- 
equality its pages between the two halves of the alphabet, 
and with very dubious wisdom brings under its notice a 
number of living names. ‘The Georgian Era (4 vols. royal 
Svo) is British only, and serves for a single dynasty, that 
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does not cover a century and a quarter. The Scottish Bio- 
graphical Dictionary by the Chamberses (4 vols. Svo) is 
equally narrow. The department of Biography in the En- 
cyclopredia Americana is too select to supersede the need of 
other help. Under the auspices of Lord Brougham’s Society 
(so called), a new Dictionary of the sort was commenced, 
edited by George Long. At the close of the seventh volume 
(1842-44), as we have already said, it was still vainly striv- 
ing to wind up the letter A; and its own winding up at that 
point was mourned by none. Its leading hobby, if our mem- 
ory serves us, was the reviving an incredible number of Orien- 
tal Rabbis, who had, in every sense, slept till then, and whom 
no such well-meant, mistaken kindness could by any possibil- 
ity keep from slumbering still. The collection ostensibly of 
Hugh James Rose makes an imposing array of volumes 
(12 vols. 8vo), and it was at one time extensively imported 
by our leading Boston book-firm. But has it not a very sus- 
picious !ook, that the three opening letters of the alphabet 
monopolize just half of the entire work? Suppose now but 
simple justice to be done to this one eighth part (and we en- 
gage within those letters to find a goodly list of omissions), 
what sort of justice remains for the other seven eighths? Fi- 
nally, the name of Mr. Rose in the front of these volumes is 
an unsolved enigma. That gentleman died at Florence near 
the close of 1838, three years, certainly, prior to the date of 
the very earliest of the series; and it is be be noted, that the 
Annual Register of 1839, sketching his life and character, 
sums up his productions with no allusion whatever to the 
above work. 

With none of these, then, need Gorton decline comparison. 
But his superiority is not such as to leave them out of sight; 
and poorly will he abide the standard, if it comes to that, 
of ideal excellence. His omissions upon our list, running 
back from the stand-point of 1833, probably count up to six- 
teen hundred or more. Precise enumeration in such things 
is neither important nor possible. A fair proportion of these 
excite our special wonder, the names being in some, it may 
be in most, of the other collections; while, as to a few not- 
able cases, the common plea of human imperfection will 
VOL. LXXXIII,— No. 173, 29 
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scarcely excuse the oversight. Montrose, “ saved as by fire,” 
is thought of just in time for the Supplement. But the lordly, 
extended family of Guise is passed in silence (though their 
rivals, the Condés, receive imperfect, and the Orleans house 
fuller, justice); while Potemkin’s name, possibly the first — 
a few royalties aside —in the annals of Northern Europe, 
is sought in vain; and even thus, proh pudor ! is it too with 
our own Hamilton, the most precocious, most diversely en- 
dowed, and most deplored man that illustrates our Ameri- 
can annals. 

But who would credit the number of names, neither ob- 
scure nor mean, unknown to the whole tribe of such compila- 
tions? Every doubt, in view of that record, would vanish 
(has it lingered even till now?) as to what servile copyists, 
without exception, this class of book-makers are. ‘Tell us 
who can, of a work in this line that was the fruit of an early 
direction of mind in that quarter, and of the slow accretion 
of materials in the course of multifarious reading? Yet what 
decent pretence to the title is any “ Universal Biography” 
likely to have, that did not so begin? It were not amiss, 
after the special intimacy which one’s studies have for a sea- 
son created with this or that profession (say artists, comedians, 
booksellers, heroes of the ocean), or, in lieu of it, with some 
section of modern history, to go to the dictionaries, while the 
memory is crowded with names. There can be no better 
touchstone ; let him who applies it mark the amount of lost 
painstaking. Let him thus try the generation that preceded 
the Restoration, — the age of the opening troubles of Charles, 
the civil wars, and the Protectorate. What other has been 
so well exhausted by our contemporaries, to say nothing of 
those that went before? Let us now take out Cromwell, 
Strafford, Laud, Hampden, and Vane, as the most fruitful 
lives of that age. There then come to the very van a larger 
number yet (the reader wants not our help to recall them), 
of most of whom Doctors Aikin and Kippis, Tooke, and 
Alexander Chalmers, with all their successors downward, 
have clearly never heard. Like those distant stars whose 
light, say the astronomers, ever travelling, may never yet have 
reached us, so the fame of these men of lofty mark seems to 
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be still on the way to the ears of these sage collectors. The 
authors of the vaunted Biographie Universelle have no better 
ground of complacency. Indeed, of that work we must hold 
the great characteristic to be its intense, invidious nationality. 
A Du Guesclin or Turenne will be certain to be found in their 
pages, and the ground he covers, a match for any five great 
English captains. The aspiring Guises make twelve or fif- 
teen articles at least, embracing a large portion of a volume. 
We have occasionally, after a vain chase elsewhere, alighted 
upon our object here. But these fortunate cases had ever the 
recommendation of being Frenchmen. Thus the leaders in 
the several risings of La Vendée, in the field-details — the 
most engaging portion by far of the revolutionary story — have 
justice done them in the Biographie Universelle, and only there. 
The collections, for the most part, do indeed duly record the 
first La Roche Jaquelein, as a sort of revived Sidney or Bay- 
ard. But it is almost a solitary exception, (unless, with one 
or two of them, Charette or Stotllet have found a place,) and 
he becomes, in a degree beyond historic justice, the central 
figure of that most romantic strife. But we are warned to 
close ; and no better finale to our article can there be, than the 
significant words in the * Notes and Queries,” spoken of one 
of the strangest notorieties of the period touched upon a few 
sentences back,—“ He will have a place hereafter in some 
Biographical Dictionary; of course we mean, whenever one 


shall appear that is worthy of the name.” 


Arr. III. —1. Zaidee; a Romance. Boston: John P. Jewett 
& Co. 1856. 

2. Tolla; a Tal: of Modern Rome. By Epmuonp Apovr. 
Boston: Whittemore, Niles, & Hall. 1856. 

3. Rachel Gray; a Tale founded on Fact. By Jvuia Kav- 
wwacu. New York: D. Appleton & Co. 1856, 


Tur works of popular novel-writers follow one another in 
such quick succession, that an immense amount of reading 
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is foreed upon those who would keep up with the times in 
this branch of literature. It becomes therefore necessary, as 
a safeguard for the future, to examine with sharp scrutiny the 
claims put forth by every débutant. A word of praise given 
to a new author may be the means of unlocking innumerable 
writing-desks, which, but for that word, might have remained 
closed for ever. It is indeed, if we may judge from the 
heaps of novels on our table, only “/e premier pas qui cote.” 
In accepting the first novel, we, as it were, grant a ticket of ad- 
mission to the very field of battle; it behooves us, therefore, to 
look well at every candidate, and to be sure that he will prove 
a stanch warrior. The time for “men of straw ” 
having been once proved that a novel may, without losing its 
hold on the imagination, be something far higher than a sen- 
timental love-tale, we feel that we have a right to insist upon 
receiving it in its best form. 

With the romance which stands at the head of our list, we 
have a new claimant upon public favor. It is not diflicult to 
trace a little youngness throughout the book. It shows itself 
sometimes pleasantly in freshness and keenness of perception, 
and a happy abandonment in description. In other instances 
it betrays itself in rawness and want of artistic skill in the 
development both of plot and character. With much that is 
pretty in the way of episode, many really admirable bits of 


is past. It 


scene-painting and a genial kindliness of atmosphere, there 
is a want of definite aim and of force in the book as a whole. 
If we allow the beauty of disinterested affection to be its lead- 
ing thought, we must quarrel with the exaggerated, school- 
girlish form it is suffered to take, and also with the perfect 
squareness with which the tangible reward of the sacrifice is 
arranged, or rather by which the whole effort is defeated and 
made useless, as well as senseless. The history of Zaidee’s 
struggles to be a victim teach either no lesson at all, or else 
one which nobody ought to follow. A good degree of power 
is visible in the first cast of the characters, and several piquant 
touches induced us to form expectations which we were sorry 
to find disappointed. Some of the descriptions of nature are 
remarkably vivid and picturesque. The dénouvement is decid- 
edly hackneyed, and unworthy of the beginning. ‘The author 
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who cannot dispose of his own dramatis persone satisfactorily, 
fails in the very point where the public will least forgive the 
failure. Miss Oliphant needs to study mechanical details 
more carefully to make her story move freely ; and must take 
her lovable but foolish little heroine down from her lofty 
stilts, if she would make her walk the earth a graceful wo- 
man. We allude the more freely to these defects, because 
there is, in spite of them, so much of promise in “ Zaidee,” 
that we look for something by and by from its authoress, far 
beyond her actual accomplishment in this first work. 

In “ Tolla” we have a story quite in contrast with “ Zaidee.” 
It has produced a sensation, in some circles, far greater than 
its merit demands. It seems to have derived its fame chief- 
ly from its being founded on facts, thereby possessing that 
mysterious interest which appertains to scandal and gossip. 
The characters are all commonplace, most of them disagree- 
able. A faint halo of pityingtinterest surrounds Tolla herself, 
partly, perhaps, because she is kept somewhat out of sight. 
Still, if we get provoked with Zaidee for her pertinacious 
endeavors to continue a victim, we are quite incensed with 
Tolla for not seeing through the vapid weakness and indolent 
selfishness of the stupid lover for whom she dies. The ab- 
surd helplessness of everybody who ought to do anything, is 
absolutely ludicrous. If the book be, as it pretends, “a pic- 
ture of Roman society,” Roman society is not worth painting. 
The flippant style of the author has a taking nonchalance 
about it which beguiles the reader over the pages, but which 
sober second-thought condemns, and which palls before we 
get to the end. The book belongs to a class which we feel 
sorry to see increased or perpetuated. It can be of no pos- 
sible service to any one, and is hardly more of an addition to 
one’s library than a pretty well got up report of an ordinary 
breach-of-promise suit. 

“ Rachel Gray” is another proof of the fatal facility with 
which some of our modern authors write. The success of 
“ Nathalie” brought out in a surprisingly short time “ Daisy 
Burns” and “ Grace Lee,” neither of them approaching their 
predecessor in merit. Now we have, from the same pen, 
“Rachel Gray,” inferior to either. It may be considered all 

29 * 








340 A CHAPTER ON NOVELS. [ Oct. 


the more a failure, since Miss Kavanagh has not succeeded 
in making an attractive fiction out of a fact, which, in its 
naked simplicity, is not without interest. It is simply not 
enough for a romance. Inasmuch as Rachel is not a victim 
of her own making, she is entitled to our sympathy; inas- 
much too as she bears her discipline bravely, we ought to 
feel interested in her struggle; but we fear many who have 
commenced her story have never finished it, or have forgotten 
how it ended. It could have been told as well in two pages 
as in two hundred. Miss Kavanagh would do well to follow 
the example of Miss Bronte, one of the few authors who have 
had the good sense to refrain from writing until,‘as she so 
forcibly expressed it, they had “accumulated.”* It required 
some heroism, and showed much true wisdom, in the author 
of “ Villette,” to hold her peace when all the world clamored 
for her to write. Quantity is no test of power, and diffuseness 
has grown to be a disease in the literary world. The inordi- 
nate desire of the public for new books has produced a fever 
among authors. The novelist, knowing his book will be 
pushed aside immediately by some newer one, and deter- 
mining not to retire from the lists, sits down, too often, him- 
self to write the later romance, which shall supersede, if it 
cannot rival, the earlier one. But in so doing, he strikes a 
blow at his own breast, and separates himself from those 
earnest and _ self-forgetful minds who labor for something 
higher than to gorge the pampered appetite of an undiscrimi- 
nating public. There are still some who know it to be better 
to write one book, the concentration of ten years of thought 
and life, than to fill shelves with undigested and unworthy 
matter. 

We have selected these three novels from the multitude 
about us, not because they individually call for an extended 
notice, but because they are types of prevalent fiction, and as 
such they serve well as a text on which we would enlarge. 
In speaking of them, we include all which bear a family like- 


* Our own estimate of “ Rachel Gray,” as may have been inferred from a brief 
notice of it in our April number (p. 579), is much higher thay that of our present 
contributor. We have not, however, deemed it expedient to mutilate an article, 
with every other opinion in which we fully accord. — Ep. 
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ness to them, — their name is Legion. In regarding them as 
insufficiencies, we would make them suggest more perfect 
works. In examining their claims to stand among the novels 
of the age, we must not shrink from comparing them with 
the best which the age produces. If they fall by this stand- 
ard, it may as well be early as late. In none of them do we 
discern the elements of greatness, the indications of immor- 
tality. In none is found the glowing, passionate life of 
Currer Bell’s creations, the wonderful world-knowledge of 
Thackeray, the intense psychological insight of Hawthorne, 
or the healthful moral energy of Dickens. Our age is rich in 
novelists; we have a constellation in the zenith, and now, as 
in all time, the rush-lights must go out while the stars shine 
on. We propose to trace in brief the history of novels; for 
they, like men, have had a childhood and a youth preceding 
their present maturity. 

In no branch of literature has a more radical change taken 
place, during the last seventy or eighty years, than in that 
which embraces the fictions which have satisfied the public 
taste at the time of their appearance, have wrought the work 
for which they were created, and claim to be ranked among 
the important utterances of each age. The contrast between 
the novels of our day and those which thrilled the hearts of 
our sentimental grandmothers and drew tears to the eyes of 
our heroic grandfathers, is as strongly marked as that between 
the plain black suits of the gentlemen in our ball-rooms, and 
the peach-bloom coats and silken breeches of those same an- 
cestors of ours. Who weeps now over the harrowing griefs 
of Amanda Malvina, as set forth in “The Children of the 
Abbey,” or can study the perplexities and delicate distresses 
of Sir Charles Grandison and his charming Harriet, without 
roars of laughter that would grate harshly upon the ears of 
the author? 

The modern novel differs from the old-fashioned one in so 
many points, that hardly any similarity remains, save that 
which is implied and necessitated by the realm to which they 
appertain, and the allegiance which both owe to the imagina- 
tive faculty of their creators. They difler, not only in choice 
and arrangement of materials and agencies, but their motive 
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powers are totally unlike. The successful novel of the present 
day is strictly a work of art, amenable to all the laws of art. 
When tried by the rules of criticism, and tested by severe 
analysis, it must be able to prove that its conclusions follow 
fairly from its premises, to show that its effects proceed from 
suflicient causes. ‘Too many liberties with probability are 
inadmissible for the purpose of bringing about the catastro- 
phe. Artistic beauty of style must accompany the creation, 
development, and completion of the plot. Harmonious and 
dignified expression must follow powerful conception in the 
romance that would win and retain a strong hold upon the 
public taste. In this category are not included the popular 
ephemera of the day, which have a brilliant but short exist- 
ence from causes independent of their intrinsic merit; but 
only those works of genius, which make the novel a medium 
for the promulgation of some great truth, involve some high 
teaching, or picture forth human nature with a master-hand. 
Neither would we degrade the public taste by confounding 
it with the ignorant admiration of the masses for that which 
dazzles with a meretricious glare, or feeds an appetite for sen- 
timental horrors. 

In the days when Richardson, Mrs. Radcliffe, and Miss 
Burney wrote romances which set the literary coteries of 
England in a blaze, there entered into the composition of a 
novel certain conventional ingredients which were made use 
of in each fiction. The genius of the author might display 
itself in the more or less skilful arrangement and manage- 
ment of these, but the most daring writer did not venture to 
disregard them. Incidents were his “main stock in trade ” ; 
it was only by a succession of startling events, by accidents 
and surprises, by secrets and discoveries, —by a series of 
tableaux-vivans, as it were,— that he could hope to keep alive 
the interest of the reader. The element of conversation was 
not made use of, as it now is, to light up and enliven the 
story, and to allow the characters to unfold their individuality 
through the medium of their own expression. In the old 
novels, the conversation was merely the narrative put into the 
mouth of a different person from time to time. Each individ- 
ual told his own story for the edification of the rest, and thus 

















1856.] A CHAPTER ON NOVELS. 343 


relieved the author from the task of unfolding it for himself. 
The narrator appears generally to be heard with more interest 
by his audience, than the life and spirit of his tale would war- 
rant. No one can fail to perceive this great deficiency in the 
old-fashioned novel. The highest conversational effort rarely 
gets beyond a rhapsodical love-declaration, or a succession of 
stilted reflections and trite observations. Incident, as before 
said, was the pith of the whole matter, — development be- 
came, in consequence, merely a mechanical sequence of 
events. 

The first ingredient in the old novel is a faultless heroine,— 
one whose transcendent loveliness and angelic perfections of 
body and mind, while they place her in some degree out of 
the pale of our sympathies, and far beyond the reach of our 
emulation, are to win for her the envy of all the other women 
in the book, and the loving persecution of every man who 
crosses her path. The author pours down on the head of this 
charming innocent all his vials of wrath, through the conven- 
tional three volumes, with the trifling exception of the last 
two pages, wherein she is, by some utterly unexpected turn in 
the tide of her affairs, to be made supremely happy. From 
the motley crowd of besieging admirers, one is selected to 
play the part of the hero, and is forthwith invested with the 
masculine accomplishments corresponding best with her femi- 
nine perfections, and adorned with a high-sounding name 
and a gorgeous wardrobe to make him more completely wor- 
thy the attention of the painted wonder at whose shrine he 
kneels. At most, a few peccadillos, such as the polite world 
agrees to pass over as “wild oats,” are allowed to vary his 
otherwise monotonous perfection. He may gamble away his 
fortune, and put a pistol to his brainless head, as his only 
means of getting out of his difficulties ; but the pistol must 
be snatched away at the right moment by a rich uncle from 
India, whose pockets are full of rupees at the young man’s 
service. If a still more startling tableau is desirable, the 
heroine herself strikes the pistol from her lover's hand, and 
then falls fainting in his arms, taking care to remain in her 
swoon till he forgets all about his project of suicide, while the 
money necessary to relieve him from his financial embarrass- 
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ments makes its appearance as suddenly as if it dropped from 
the sky. 

Of course, but little variety of incident can arise in the 
mutual relations of two such persons, unassisted by external 
influences. So a monstrous villain “ enters,” by whose won- 
derful cunning and malicious plotting, misunderstandings, 
separations, and evils of all descriptions are brought about. 
He continues, with the help of occasional hot-headedness in 
the lover and opportune fits of dignity and covness in the 
lady, to harass them through the necessary number of chap- 
ters. He himself is, of course, consigned to condign punish- 
ment when his “ mission” is ended, that is, when the pub- 
lic are supposed to be tired of reading. The hero and heroine 
are permitted to become the dupes of this villain to an extent 
which would for ever disgrace their reputation for common 
sense in any actual community. If the tragic is particularly 
the forle of the author, he indulges in killing off his strong- 
minded villain under all the circumstances of baflled reve nge, 
or with the agonies of a late remorse. 

In all this we see that outward agencies produce the results. 
We have before us the machinery of plots and counter-plots, 
assaults and accidents, showers of misfortune followed by 
equally heavy showers of fortune,—all busily and visibly at 
work to bring about the simple dénouement of a marriage. 
Meanwhile, the hero and heroine, although apparently most 
concerned in the issue, are least useful in bringing it about. 
They sit like spectators idly looking at a show, or, at most, 
they are but the puppets which move at the will of others, 
smiling when the wires pull one way, weeping when they 
are drawn the other. Designed as they are to appear perfect 
at the beginning, no progress, no interior development, is pos- 
sible. With no faults to expiate, and no necessity for culti- 
vating their already full-blown virtues, they remain, inevita- 
bly, types of immovable absurdity. They originate nothing 
from the depths of their own nature, evolve nothing from the 
mutual action of mind or sympathy, and are wanted but for 
one purpose,—to love each other in a blind enough way, 
through thick and thin. Their characteristics, if they possess 
any, are the same at the conclusion of the book as at its be- 
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ginning, and the reader, having finally moored them safely in 
the wide harbor of matrimony, may lay down the volumes 
with the pleasant conviction that no after-experience can dis- 
turb the placid current of their united lives. The heroine, in 
order that she may win our sympathy and excite a greater 
degree of pitying interest, is subjected to a course of misfor- 
tunes, and kept upon a regimen of afflictions which would 
crush any ordinary mortal beyond recovery. She, however, 
has the gift of endurance and wonderful recuperative faculties, 
so that, though her cheek grows so pale that we fear the roses 
will never bloom again upon it, and her form becomes ema- 
ciated to such a degree that we are sure her constitution is 
seriously impaired, at the first moment that the pressure is re- 
moved she rebounds like an India-rubber ball to the place she 
started from. Friends and fortune are taken from this “ vie- 
tim” in the most merciless manner; her virtuous actions are 
misinterpreted into proofs of shocking calumnies ; destitute 
and bowed down with contumely, she becomes so pitiable an 
object, that only to those who consider marriage as the swm- 
mum bonum of happy fortune does the compensation which 
the catastrophe offers seem suilicient to repay her for her suf- 
ferings, or to place her in a position to enjoy herself very 
thoroughly. It was, to be sure, in the management of the 
misfortunes that the skill of the artist was most decidedly 
shown over the tyro, and it is wonderful that success so often 
crowned efforts necessarily so restricted. 

The region of the supernatural was also open to the old 
novelist. When he required some wonderful performance 
manifestly impossible to human capacity, and consequently 
beyond the accomplishment of his villain, the author could 
stalk at once into the nether world and call out some restive 
ghost who wished for a little excitement, or some wide-awake 
supple devil ready for any work. ‘This supernatural element 
tells with great effect upon youthful minds, even in this nine- 
teenth century of ours; though the intercourse which is at 
present supposed by many to exist between the embodied 
and the disembodied bids fair to do away with the awe that 
has so long encircled the ghostly realm with a protecting 
cloud, and to make even little children regard their buried 
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ancestors merely as gossiping intermeddlers with this world’s 
trivialities. But in our own young days, tables remained 
securely on their four legs, so long as their legs lasted, and 
we remember with perfect distinctness the nervous qualms 
consequent upon our perusal of “'The Three Spaniards ” and 
“The Mysteries of Udolpho,” at the mature age of eleven, 
while “ The Five Nights of St. Albans” unsettled us still 
further, at a slightly subsequent period. 

In the novels of Fielding and Smollett, which rank among 
the old-fashioned, both by date of utterance and style of com- 
position, though still read by all who wish to be well read in 
English literature, a different type of hero is at once adopted. 
Whether the change from the impossible perfection’s and 
sublimated refinements of the Lord Frederic Augustus Fitz- 
Mortimers, to the coarse and vulgar mental and physical quali- 
ties of Tom Jones and Peregrine Pickle, is really an improve- 
ment, must be decided by the taste of the reader. In human 
elements, in actual naturalness and vitality, they stand far 
above the pasteboard excellence they replace. In a certain 
kind of manliness which clings to them throughout, they win 
our interest, even while they excite our disgust. The product 
of a sensual age, they exaggerated the tone and painted in 
stronger colors the worst weaknesses of the social life they 
were intended to represent. As works of art, however, the 
novels of this class occupy, without doubt, a higher position 
than those which they succeed. Something resembling con- 
versation begins to show itself, brilliant though coarse humor 
lights up the page, and, what still more insures present inter- 
est and future attention for a work of fiction, actual speci- 
mens of character appear, — varieties of the human being, 
lifelike, well defined, and skilfully diversified. Much greater 
advance is made in the delineation of men than of women. 
The women have still only two modes of action, — one to 
fascinate through the senses, the other to sufler through the 
affections. The power and beauty of woman’s spiritual influ- 
ence seem to have been little understood by the authors of 
the old romances. Possibly in their own lives they felt this 
influence, but without analyzing it or understanding its worth 
and force in the machinery of fiction. Not one among them 
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could shadow it forth with the delicate yet powerful touches 
of a Dickens, a Thackeray, or a Currer Bell. 

The historical novel has always kept strong hold upon the 
taste of the public. It seems a pleasant way of cheating 
one’s self into the notion that one is reading “ for improve- 
ment,” and acquiring useful information, if a thin sprinkling 
of fact is sifted over a mass of fictitious matter; though, in 
the hands of the unscrupulous, subjects, themselves matters 
of history, are so tortured and disarranged, as sadly to disturb 
the previous historical acquisitions of amateur readers. Scott, 
of course, stands first among historical romance-writers, and 
has seldom departed from the truth in any particulars wherein 
accuracy is of great importance. He has adorned and soft- 
ened, or strengthened and deepened, the known characteristics 
of the age or of the individual, made the bald pages of early 
chronicles warm and vivid with vitality, and clothed our vague 
and shadowy impressions of the persons and things of bygone 
years with flesh and blood. In his hands we are compara- 
tively safe; yet still, any degree of tampering with the his- 
toric element is dangerous. ‘To the young and enthusiastic 
it is often absolutely injurious, by leading them far away from 
the real facts and merits of the case, and gaining their belief 
by first enlisting their sympathy. ‘The cold facts of history, 
afterwards ascertained, fail to eradicate the glowing impres- 
sion made by a favorite author. Scott may create sympathies 
which Hume and Smollett shall never be able to destroy. At 
all times a little fogginess will be the result of the historical 
novel. It is probable that many others, like ourselves, have 
received a more vivid image of Mary, Queen of Scots, from 
“The Abbot,” than from any history of her time; and that 
the mention of her name calls up in their imagination the 
beautiful and sarcastic woman at Lochleven Castle, more 
readily than any veritable appearance of hers as queen of her 
Scottish subjects. The fiction that pleases us best is that 
in which the characters are nobody and nowhere out of the 
book, — types of a general humanity, which we recognize as 
men and women from their fidelity to nature, — which appeal 
to our sympathies and enlist our approbation by their intrinsic 
excellence and interior beauty, unassisted by the halo of a 
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great name, undisturbed by doubts derived from previous 
knowledge. 

It is in this absolute creation of character that our modern 
novelists so far exceed all that their predecessors were able 
to accomplish. In variety of individuality, in successful de- 
lineation of the action of one character upon another, or 
of internal will upon external circumstance, or the strug- 
gle of earnest natures against adverse influences, — in these, 
the themes of the modern novel, Nature herself is almost 
rivalled. And here, again, comes up the contrast with the 
old romance. It is now the struggle itself which interests, 
the development of character which commands attention, as 
it does in the real life about us. It is not the mere fact that 
the hero and heroine are in love, that makes us wish them 
success ; it is the eflect of that love upon the inner nature, 
that makes us hope or tremble for the result. It is the growth 
and beauty of the sentiment that we study; not the simple, 
yet universal fact of its existence. Heroes and heroines are 
not now born into the full blossom of perfection, nor does 
their discipline come only from the stereotyped misfortunes of 
loss of gold and plottings of enemies. The sorrows and suf- 
ferings endured are intended not merely to delay the happy 
moment, but to develop strength and excellence, and to dis- 
cipline impetuous carelessness into earnest endeavor. They 
arise from the internal organism of those who suffer, as often 
as from a pressure of outward difficulty ; and even when they 
originate in the external, they strike home to the inner heart, 
and become something more than mere incidents, — else we 
are dissatisfied with the conception of the author. 

The high requirements which criticism has lately made, 
have placed the novel on an elevated grade, not only as a 
composition, but as an assistant in mental and moral culture. 
He who does not read the good novels of the present day is 
not only but half acquainted with the tone which literary 
labor has assumed, — he loses one very important source of 
improvement for his own intellectual and spiritual nature. 
We owe much to those who have opened this new avenue 
for the transmission of healthy social influences, and a more 
and more general appreciation of their efforts will reward their 


continuance. 
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Most of the great novels of the present age are written to 
set forth some leading idea in the author’s mind, to call the 
attention of the public to some great evil or to some great 
want, or to encourage the struggles of some class of human 
beings by showing them that their feelings are understood 
and sympathized with. Because the moral of a book is not 
written out in a few pithy words on the last page, it does not 
follow that the book has no moral. No faithful transcript of 
human life and human passion can be clearly and powerfully 
exhibited, without, of necessity, containing a deep and search- 
ing moral, all the more forcible to the thinking man because 
it is subtile and beneath the surface. Is not Thackeray’s 
“ Vanity Fair’ ; 


, 


a sermon of the most stringent application ! 
[ts author holds a mirror to our hearts, which reveals to each 
of us many a spring of action that we blush for, many a lit- 
tleness and weakness, with much of worldliness and vanity, 
which we have never before been forced fairly to acknowl- 
edge, even to ourselves. We lay down the book, confessing, 
in spite of ourselves, that it is a faithful likeness of a large 
part of our human nature, and this confession is followed by 
a pang that is not always useless. The study of human na- 
ture in all its manifestations is of benefit to him who thinks 
deeply, furnishing in itself a spur to the attainment of those 
qualities which command admiration and respect, and to the 
dropping of those which call forth contempt and condemna- 
tion. Much self-knowledge may be attained, much healthful 
humility promoted, by having, as it were, the picture of our 
own hearts set forth before our astonished eyes, touched by 
the hand of a skilful and fearless master. 

To persons who read books as they ought to be read, who 
abandon themselves entirely to the study of what is before 
them, who enter, con amore, into the story, and become them- 
selves actors and participators therein, a good novel is more 
like an episode in their own lives, than a tale which serves to 
while away a few hours of leisure. Friendships are made in 
the world of fiction, as real and as true as many a visible 
connection in the world of fact. Who, that thus reads Vil- 
lette and Jane Eyre, does not recognize Lu -y Snow and little 
Jane as living and suffering intellectual organisms? Who 
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sees not the heart of fire beneath the quiet daily aspect, 
and longs not that they should know how earnestly their pro- 
gress has been watched? Who does not feel better acquaint- 
ed with Becky Sharp and Major Pendennis than with his 
next-door neighbor, whom, perchance, he meets every day in 
the street? Does not a smile of recognition pass from face to 
face at mention of Aunt Betsy Trotwood? Have we not all 
heard her call “ Little Blossom,” and seen her drive the don- 
keys from her garden? Characters which call forth our sym- 
pathy, in books, exercise, in some degree, the same magnetic 
influence upon us that they do when we meet them in real 
life. These impressions are more or less deep and prolonged, 
as the sympathy established is more or less complete. Some 
never wholly die away, but take their places in the halls of 
memory, as old friends who have, merely for a time, passed 
out from our sphere of action. 

The novel of the present day has a noble mission to per- 
form, — one which should not be lightly undertaken. It has be- 
come the most popular of all instruments for producing great 
effects in the literary world, and for the successful employ- 
ment of great talents. It is becoming a happy medium for the 
spreading of truths, which, clothed in this guise, shall win a 
patient hearing among many that would have turned impa- 
tiently or scornfully away, had they met these same truths in 
a less attractive form. Politics, metaphysics, theology, have 
all found utterance through the novel. It has ceased to be 
the plaything of an idle hour, and we look to it for greater 
depth of thought, a higher range of ideas, closer fidelity to 
abstract truth, and a more manly grappling with error and 
falsehood, than ordinary minds are capable of supplying. 
Therefore let ordinary minds cease to flood the world with 
idle tales and powerless absurdities, arrogating to themselves 
a title made honorable by the genius of others. Let ordinary 
minds, we say, fall back and leave the field to stouter soldiers, 
who shall do more valiant battle for the cause. We have had 
patience long enough with vapid story-tellers and self-styled 
novelists. Let them fill the pages of ephemeral magazines or 
the columns of country newspapers, if they must write at all, 
and rest content with the fame consequent upon such efforts. 
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But let the novel be the lofty and enthusiastic utterance of 
noble minds, the earnest protest of true hearts, the brilliant 
offspring of intellect and imagination, and we shall have high 
thoughts arrayed in fitting garb, trath poured forth in “words 
that burn,” and elevating influences at work in fields often 
closed to all other effort. Many who, from force of habit, 
rush to a novel for mere amusement, shall be awakened, as 
from a lethargy, by the stirring truths which lie in wait among 
the pages. Many a literary voluptuary shall be recalled to 
strength and action by the very work in which he sought only 
the gratification of a fastidious taste; sure of beauty and 
of elegance, because of the promise in its author’s name. All 
of us shall read these books with deep and true enjoyment 
and real profit, shall place them among our best-loved authors, 
to return to them again and again with ever new delight. All 
honor to those who bear within themselves the magic power. 
May the immortality which is their due be their reward. 
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phia: Moss and Brother. 1855, 12mo. pp. 405, 486. 
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5. Le Lien @Israel, Feuille populaire, pour favoriser les 
Intéréts religieux et moraux des Israélites Francais. 1855. 

6. L’ Univers Israélite. Journal des Principes Conservateurs 
du Judaisme. Paris. Janvier, 1856. 

7. Archives Israélites. Paris. 1855. 

8. The Occident, and American Jewish Advocate. Philadel- 
phia. 1856. 


We have placed the above list of works at the head of this 
article, not with a view of examining any of them critically, 
but as presenting the most accessible specimens of the varie- 
ties of modern Jewish thought, the vigor of modern Jewish 
style, and the breadth of modern Jewish scholarship. The 
last five are periodicals, published monthly, with the excep- 
tion of * Le Lien d’Israel,” which is published semi-monthly. 
They are ably conducted, but not more so than many others 
which we know only by name. The other works are too 
important to be passed by in a paragraph. We had designed 
to make the first of them the subject of an extended article, 
which its rare merits most justly claim. But an acecumula- 
tion of facts from the most reliable sources, concerning the 
present position and prospects of Judaism, leads us to make 
a preface of what was our intended theme, and a subject of 
what was intended only as a preface. We are inclined to 
believe that Christians in this land— perhaps we may add, 
in Europe also— have very imperfect knowledge concerning 
the Jews as a religious community. Much has been written 
in these last years —not always wisely —upon the singular 
gifts and achievements of the modern Hebrew race; and by 
implication, we are left to think that the greatest names of 
the century that has passed and is passing, in philosophy and 
in letters, in science and in politics, in the most practical of 
economies and the most ethereal of arts, are the names of 
Israel’s children. Illustrations of this theory are indeed fur- 
nished in surprising profusion, — enough to sustain less plau- 
sible theories. Yet while we concede much truth to the claim 
and pleading of writers like D’Israeli, we must hesitate to 
adopt their full conclusions. We have heard a modern gov- 
ernor of Sparta relate facts about the Greeks of to-day, which 
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might win a simple-minded hearer to believe that in arts and 
knowledge the Greek race still leads all other races. 

The works of such scholars as Dr. Philippsohn and Dr. 
Raphall well sustain the boast of our philo-Jewish writers. 
Dr. Raphall’s new History, the first instalment of which has 
been issued in two duodecimos from a Philadelphia press, 
may be safely pronounced to be a standard work, — the best 
which has yet appeared in the English tongue on a subject 
which has been many times treated. In style it is clear, pure, 
and flowing, never involved and never tedious, and its meth- 
od, though strictly historical, is not over rigid. The conscien- 
tious chronicler gives way to his sympathies, and his portraits 
of character are warm with honest enthusiasm when he has 
noble men to deal with. Judah the Maccabee is to him what 
the Dutch William is to Motley, and the English William 
to Macaulay; he loves the duty of praising such a man. 
Concerning the Herods, Christian hate could say nothing 
harsher than the stern verdicts of this Hebrew judge. Yet 
he does not exaggerate evil in the wicked lives which he 
describes, or suppress faults in the lives of his heroes. In 
dignified impartiality, this work of Dr. Raphall is far superior 
to the history of Josephus, of which, indeed, it is often an 
acute criticism. ‘The misstatements of this servile historian 
are exposed not less boldly than the errors of heathen writers 
in their accounts of the Jews. 

The period of time over which these two volumes extend 
— those six centuries which came between the return of the 
Jews from Babylon and their final dispersion by Titus — of- 
fers a narrower field for novel investigation than that which is 
yet to be explored. The original materials are simple, if not 
scanty. The Talmud and the Biblical Apocrypha, with 
Josephus and the scattered observations of heathen annalists 
and geographers, have only to be collated, digested, and 
explained. The works of Christian writers are of small as- 
sistance to a Jew in this portion of his history; and, for- 
tunately, he is not here compelled into controversy with 
Christian claims. It may be not unreasonably expected that 
an account of the reign of Herod and the government of Pi- 
late should include some notice of those events which the 
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Christian Gospels relate, — that, apart from the portions of 
the story of Jesus which the Jews have ever rejected, the 
acknowledged facts would be important enough to be men- 
tioned. But, on the whole, we think Dr. Raphall has acted 
wisely in declining to tell, as part of his narrative, what it 
would be difficult to tell so as to satisfy the prejudices of 
either class of his readers. He observes, that, “during its 
infancy, Christianity has no claim on the attention of the 
Jewish historian”; and whenever he has occasion to speak 
of Christian writers or the Christian system, his tone is uni- 
formly courteous and manly, without a trace of bitterness. 

Dr. Raphall avows that he has composed his history in the 
interest of his people, to vindicate them from the slanders of 
monks and infidels, who have been for eighteen centuries 
almost exclusively the arbiters of Jewish fame. It is a singu- 
lar fact, that, until thirty years ago, no Jew since the time of 
Josephus had written the history of his people in any other 
language than the Hebrew. All other religions and races, 
however oppressed and borne down by majorities, have had 
defenders in their own body, who might plead their cause, 
however vainly. But a strange fatality has deprived the 
Israelite of even this barren privilege. To the pain and loss 
of innumerable persecutions has been added the shame of 
knowing that the virtue of his ancestors was in the keeping 
of his enemies. Recent works have relieved him of this 
shame. ‘The French and the German Jews may now read in 
their own tongues stories of their fathers which their own 
brethren have written. And Dr. Raphall’s work is not the 
first, we believe, which in this country has attempted to give 
a popular history of the Hebrews from their own stand-point. 
Already, the tables seem likely to be turned, and the time is 
not distant when Jews will be authority for Christians in the 
narrative which belongs to them incommon. Certainly those 
who can get the book before us will not be satisfied with Mil- 
man or Kitto, much less with those trashy compilations which 
renegades have hawked about the country as the first-fruits of 
conversion to the Gospel. ‘The productions of writing prose- 
lytes, like those of grateful exiles, are a severe trial to their 
kind-hearted evangelical patrons. 

















1856.] IN LEARNING AND CULTURE. 355 


Dr. Raphall’s work, though popular in its style, is emi- 
nently the work of a scholar. Every chapter gives proof of 
large reading and acute inquiry. The steady narrative has 
numerous side-lights, and abounds in pleasant and quaint 
allusions. History, too, is here distinguished from legend, 
and legend from fable. The marvellous is not rejected, but it 
is given for what it is worth, and set in its proper place. Dr. 
Raphall is conservative in his theology, but not one of those 
who think all traditionary statements to be equally exact and 
weighty. He suggests, for instance, in one place, that “ the 
judicious reader may suspect the numbers” of soldiers in 
the armies, and of the killed in battle, so roundly given in 
the books of Maccabees. Nor yet is he a strict literalist 
in his construction of the Jewish statutes. He calls the con- 
clusion of Mattathias and his Council, that it was right for the 
Jews to defend themselves by force on the Sabbath day, a “wise 
decision”; and he insists that “the word of God nowhere 
commands that pious men are never to listen to the whole- 
some counsels of earthly wisdom, nor does it condemn the 
adopting of measures of human prudence as incompatible 
with a perfect trust in the Lord.” 

In most instances, Dr. Raphall’s view of historical person- 
ages coincides with the view generally received. In a few 
eases, he differs decidedly. The character of the Emperor 
Titus, for example, in these volumes, is the reverse of that 
which the consent of ancient and modern writers has be- 
stowed upon the humane ruler. Substantial evidence justi- 
fies what might well be the feeling of a Jew toward the de- 
stroyer of his land. Yet we cannot help believing that the 
temper which ‘Titus was forced to assume in his Syrian cam- 
paign was not his natural temper. His numerous busts and 
statues in the galleries of Italy warrant the “clemency ” and 
“ mildness ” which have been attached to his name. There is 
no other instance in these volumes in which we should take 
exception to the judgment of character. The sects of the 
Pharisees, Sadducees, and Essenes, and the schools of Alex- 
andria, are admirably described. Dr. Raphall’s picture of Jew- 
ish society in Alexandria in the third century before Christ, is 
not less striking than Mr. Kingsley’s picture of society there 
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in the fifth century after Christ, and is probably much more 
authentic. 

The literary faults of the work are very slight. There are 
one or two pet words,—such as “extreme,” for instance, 
which is repeated so often, and in so many connections, that 
much of its force is lost. The word “ directly,” too, is some- 
times used in an ambiguous way, by omission of a word 
which ought to follow,—a vice of style which, we are sorry 
to see, is becoming frequent. The typographical dress of the 
work is not equal to its literary ability. There is no index, 
and there is no marginal reference of date and subject, such 
as a work of this kind ought to have. We regret that it is 
stereotyped in its present form. Except for this drawback, it 
might be placed among the highest class of books which the 
American press has issued, — by the side of our best histories. 
It is a work which every student ought to own. 

Dr. Philippsohn, of Magdeburg, has long been known in 
Germany as one of the most eminent scholars, not only of the 
Hebrew body, but of the land. Recently, he has become 
known to English readers by a well-executed translation of 
his volume of Lectures on “ The Development of the Religious 
Idea,” which a lady of the distinguished family of Goldsmid, 
in London, has undertaken as a labor of love. His other 
works are numerous. ‘The most important of them is a 
splendid edition of the Jewish Bible, with the original He- 
brew text, a new translation, and an elaborate commentary, 
with more than five hundred pictorial illustrations of scenery, 
customs, and incidents, — the whole making four massive vol- 
umes in royal octavo, and printed in the best style of German 
art. The translation, which we have compared at many 
points with the best Christian versions, is equal to the best, — 
as faithful to the letter as that of Luther, and as fresh and 
spirited as that of De Wette. It is surprising, indeed, that 
the prose form in the version of the Psalms is preferred to the 
rhythmic, by which the sentiment and beauty of these songs 
are so much better brought out. It is less necessary in the ver- 
sion of the Prophets; though even there, we think that very 
much is gained by giving a rhythmic form to the thoroughly 
poetic thought. We cannot help regretting that Dr. Philipp- 
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sohn should have chosen the old method. His commentary, 
which accompanies the text at the bottom of the page, is con- 
cise in expression, but full in explanation, critical rather than 
dogmatic, and very free. Its analysis of ditlicult passages is 
fine. And it deals very shrewdly with the opinions of Chris- 
tian commentators, exposing the influence of theological 
theory in suggesting inaccurate renderings. It were well for 
Christian students to have at hand a good Jewish commen- 
tary to correct their @ priori notions of what the Old Testa- 
ment ought to mean. 

The reputation of Dr. Philippsohn is that of a moderate 
reformer, one who believes that all ancient forms of the- 
ology and thought among the Jews are preparatory to the 
more comprehensive and enlightened position which Judaism 
seems now ready and able to take. He shows how Mosaism, 
Prophetism, and Talmudism, sharply separate from one an- 
other, have successively done their work, and how, after the 
lapse of ages, and with the aid, moreover, of the Christian 
and Moslem religions, they are likely to issue in an eclecticism 
more perfect and more divine than any past expression. The 
views will strike a Christian reader as original, if not always 
sound, and in their main idea he will be glad to coincide. It 
is mortifying, no doubt, to have that doctrine of “love to 
one’s neighbor,” which has been preached as the special grace 
and crowning merit of the Christian dispensation, so decided- 
ly transferred to Judaism. Yet Dr. Philippsohn asserts that 
this, as much as the doctrine of “love to God,” was the pecu- 
liarity of the religion of Moses. What we call Christianity, 
indeed, he calls Mosaism. The virtues of the Saviour are 
those of the Lawgiver. The social morality of the first dis- 
pensation is identical with that of the second. Except in its 
freedom from exact and minute rules, the Gospel seems, in 
his statement, really to have been no advance upon the Law. 
If we accept Dr. Philippsohn’s interpretations, we need not be 
troubled by the Saviour’s remark, that he “came not to de- 
stroy, but to fulfil” the covenant of Moses. 

The views of Dr. Philippsohn in regard to the Past and the 
Future of Judaism are accepted by a considerable party, but 
not generally approved by his brethren. They are the views 
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of a growing, but not of a dominant, section of the Israelite 
people. And the volume which we have noticed will make 
English readers aware of the fact, about which the Christian 
journals have nothing to say, that in the compact Jewish 
body there are sects and heresies, schools and controversies, 
as real as those which divide the Christian world. Judaism 
is not, more than Christianity, a unit. The sons of Abraham 
have their Catholics and Protestants, their conservatives and 
their radicals, their High Church and their Low Church. 
Christian preachers, lamenting the shameful divisions of the 
religious world, have been wont to point their rebuke by the 
noble contrast of the Jewish race, sternly orthodox under such 
long reverses and in such wide dispersion. ‘This has been 
the model of a solid Church. This has been the example of 
an abiding faith. A nearer view dispels that illusion, and we 
see that homogeneous Judaism has still, as in the days of 
Jesus, its heterodox elements; that, in place of Sadducees, 
Pharisees, and Essenes, there are Mosaists, Talmudists, and 
Neologists; that in Israel, as in distracted Christendom, a 
famous doctor may establish a party, who shall make his 
word their law, if they do not take his name. In fact, the 
Jewish body, in proportion to its numbers, is more vexed with 
controversies than the Christian body, — controversies about 
ritual, about order, and about doctrine. It will not answer to 
judge it by its external unity. It is marked by broad geo- 
graphical divisions, as well as by quick and sharp internal 
strife. ‘The Jews are one people only in the unity of their 
religious idea. 

The Jews are scattered among many nations, and share to 
a great extent the characteristics of the people among whom 
they dwell. But there is a radical distinction, which must be 
borne in mind in speaking about them, between the Jew of 
the West and the Jew of the East. The Mediterranean Sea 
separates the race of Israel into classes as distinct in spirit as 
are Moslem and Christian, and the Vistula is a boundary be- 
tween the Judaism which is inert and stationary and the Ju- 
daism which assimilates to itself the elements of progressive 
civilization. ‘The boundary line is indeed not sharply defined, 
and there are affinities between those who dwell on either 
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side of the border. Yet one cannot travel far into Russia 
without discovering the difference between Slavonic Jew- 
dom, and the comparative culture of Prague and Breslau. 
The Jews of Poland, though connected rather with the West- 
ern than the Eastern division of their race, retain much of 
the Oriental sluggishness and credulity. Superstitions which 
are exploded in the West find with them acceptance. ‘T'o 
them, as to their Gentile neighbors, the tales of the vampire 
are frightful reality. But they differ from the Eastern Jews 
in the freedom with which they make use of Gentile customs 
and privileges. If the Jew of Russia longs to read secular 
and Christian books, he dares not; it is a sin which he con- 
ceals and is ashamed of; and his fear debars him as eilectual- 
ly from the coveted pleasure, as the lazy indiflerence of his 
brother in Morocco or Persia, who dreams and smokes under 
a tropical sky. The Jew of Poland, on the other hand, has no 
such reluctance, and does not stop to know the origin of a 
book or journal before he devours its contents. 

This separation between the European and the Oriental 
Jew is marked in all the habits of life. In manners and 
customs the poor Jew of Jerusalem is more like his Moslem 
neighbors than like his brethren in Rome or Frankfort, and 
the rich Jew of Damascus lives like a Turkish Pacha more 
than like the Goldsmids and Rothschilds. The Jew, like the 
Jesuit, wearing always the badge of his tribe, still conforms 
his life to the dominant civilization. This is especially shown 
in the idea of learning which prevails in the East. The Ori- 
ental Hebrew, like the pious Moslem, recognizes only one 
science, and prizes only one study. Theology with him is 
beginning and end of all knowledge. His reasoning is that 
of the Caliph Omar, and he is satisfied to master a single 
book. ‘The Talmud is his Koran. ‘To read it, pore over it, 
speculate upon it, and copy it, are the most cherished joys of 
his life, — his noblest work on earth and his sure passport to 
heaven. Except in extent and elegance, the chief school of 
Cairo, the Moslem University, has to an unpractised eye the 
same aspect as the school of Tiberias, which claims among 
the Hebrews that honorable name. ‘The library of the one 
consists wholly of manuscript Korans; the library of the other, 
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chiefly of manuscript or poorly printed Talmuds. The meth- 
ods, motions, and contortions of learners at their task are the 
same in both places; and there is an equal jealousy of Frank 
inspection and intrusion. The lore of the Talmud is as choice 
as the Prophet’s revelations. 

The range of learning among the Oriental Jews is narrow ; 
but the passion for learning is strong and absorbing. Only a 
few can reach the station of Rabbins; but the Rabbins by no 
means comprise all the learned men. Ignorance is not a 
merit, but a disgrace. Every respectable family would have 
a * yodayang sepher” — one who knows letters — among its 
members, and if possible a “ Lamdan,” or scholar, whose 
fame shall be its honor. ‘The relative position of a scholar in 
the East is much better than in the West. He is an object 
of respect in the synagogue, and of desire to anxious fathers 
who have daughters to marry. The fortune of any boy who 
has the wit or the industry to become a “ Lamdan” is made 
in the beginning. His lack of practical talent and of useful 
knowledge is no objection. Wealthy merchants contend for 
the honor of his alliance, give him support as long as he will 
stay with them, and educate their daughters to the notion 
ihat it is the glory of a Lamdan’s wife to take care of her hus- 
band’s business-aflairs, so that all his time may be given to 
the study of the Divine Word. It is disgraceful that profane 
cares should harass the sacred pursuit. The favorite maxim 
of our educators, that it is better to de one thing well than 
many things in part, is pushed to its extreme in the Jewish 
schools of the East. ‘The learners study traditions and imagi- 
nary questions so intensely, that they lose all power of man- 
aging facts and realities. The learned Israelite of Bagdad 
and Ispahan is more helpless in a bargain than the illiterate 
fellow of the street, since he can neither read nor write the 
language of the land, and cannot cheat his adversary off from 
the contract. All cannot save themselves by marriage. Am- 
bitious learners are more numerous than eligible matches ; 
and that variety of European medieval life, the “ poor schol- 
ar,” is met with now most frequently among the Jews of the 
Russian and Turkish empires. Neander in Berlin more 
than surpassed the degree of practical wisdom which the 
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Eastern Hebrew scholars reach. The masters of the Tal- 
mud are puzzled by the rule of three, and the men who can 
square the most abstruse question cannot tell of the earth 
whether it be round or square. They know only one thing, 
the Rabbinical theology. 

This is not the theory of the Occidental Jew. To him 
theology, though the highest, is not the only science which 
man needs to know and may lawfully study. As long ago 
as the eleventh century (as Dr. Philippsohn has shown in an 
able paper on the Jews of Spain), this theory was exploded, 
and the Hebrew range of learning in the Peninsula was as 
wide as that of the Arabs. All those sciences and arts which 
gave brilliancy and glory to the Saracen ages were cultivated 
in the Jewish schools, and none ranked higher among learned 
men than many of the Rabbins. The names of Hallevy, 
Aben Ezra, Maimonides, and Kimchi had European celebri- 
ty, and still keep an eminent place in the history of the poets, 
philosophers, rhetoricans, and reformers of the Middle Age. 
The travels of Benjamin of Tudela in the twelfth century, 
a Rabbi “of much wisdom and understanding, and of ex- 
cellent information,’ 
men of learning and the fame of their scholarship. This 
position they would no doubt have sustained, had not the 
persecuting spirit of the fifteenth century pressed upon them 
with such force, and deprived them of every means of culture. 
Expelled from Spain, they found no asylum in the land of 
any first-rate Christian power. From the Western coast of 
Europe they were utterly banished. In the centre of Europe 
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they were hated, hunted, and outraged,— were as dogs to 
the people. Only the Popes and the Sultans granted them 
any privileges, and all that was gained in the previous cen- 
turies was nearly lost in the sufferings of that terrible tran- 
sition period. ‘Talmudism, which had for some time been 
winning ground upon general scholarship, now became dom- 
inant, and the single Jewish school established by the side 
of the great University in Padua was only a school of the 
Rabbins. Its theory now, however, is broader, and it is able 
to boast names as distinguished as any that adorn the long 
registers of “il Bo,’ which for more than six centuries has 
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been the boast of “ Padova la forte.” The Collegia Rab- 
binica is still the chief Hebrew seat of learning in Southern 
Europe, as distinguished above all the rest as the Prato of 
Padua above all other squares, and the Café Pedrocchi above 
all other cafés. 

The only companion to the college of Padua in the six- 
teenth century was that which the Turkish ruler, in grati- 
tude for the services which Jews rendered in his army, 
permitted them to establish at Salonica. This last institu- 
tion is still in existence, but has only a name to live, and 
exerts no influence upon the thought or the progress of the 
Jewish people. 

The new Dutch Republic became, in the seventeenth centu- 
ry, « home for the race who had suffered longer and more des- 
perately for religion’s sake than Calvinists were ever called to 
suffer. In the commercial enterprises of that remarkable land 
the Jews bore their full part, and the school which they found- 
ed could number among its teachers and students such men 
as R. Menasseh Ben Israel and Benedict Spinoza. ‘Talmud- 
ism, nevertheleless, still ruled in the instruction of the He- 
brews. In Germany, it degenerated into a meagre and pe- 
dantic study of subtilties, in which, after a time, the very 
knowledge of pure Hebrew became rare, and the language of 
Rabbins became to the language of the Bible what the Latin of 
the Schoolmen was to the Latin of Cicero. Even the popular 
tongue was adulterated, and a German Gentile had as much 
difliculty in understanding a German Jew, as a Switzer of 
Zurich to-day has in understanding a Switzer of Coire or 
Ragatz. The ridiculous jargon which at once separated the 
German Jew from his Gentile neighbors and shamed him in 
their eyes, became more dear by the scorn which it excited. 
His pride was aroused, and infidel learning seemed hateful in 
the contrast. It must be confessed, however, that the state 
of Christian letters in Germany was in that age but little 
more encouraging. ‘The dialect of polite society was not the 
rich German tongue which has since been created. And the 
German nation owes a debt of gratitude for its new speech 
to the same great man whose genius rescued Hebrew letters 
from the abyss into which they had fallen. It is hard to tell 
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whether Mendelssohn did more service to Jewish or to Ger- 
man literature. 

The revival of liberal culture among the Jews is chiefly 
due to the joint labors of Moses Mendelssohn and Naphthali 
Herts Wessely,—the one master of a style which Lessing 
envied and Goethe admired as the perfection of German, the 
other a Hebraist who rivalled the accomplishments of Mai- 
monides and Hillel,— both animated by a free, bold, and de- 
termined purpose of redeeming the disaster of their people. In 
vain fanatics denounced their enterprise. They could afford to 
wait, and they saw that the signs of the time were favorable. 
Mendelssohn ventured to publish a new translation of the He- 
brew Bible, with a commentary condensed from the standard 
Jewish critics, using the Hebrew character, since the Jews 
would not otherwise be able to read it. It was a novel experi- 
ment, to use the alphabet of a dead language in illustration of 
a living language. It broke down the distinction between He- 
brew and Christian literature, and the progress was easy from 
learning in this way to read the Bible, to free indulgence 
in the formerly forbidden fruit of Gentile literature. The 
French Revolution completed the emancipation of the West- 
ern Jews from the trammels of Talmudism. ‘The universities 
were opened to the race of Israel. The partial restoration of 
social rights gave additional force to the new system. And 
since the commencement of the present century, Jewish and 
Gentile scholarship have not only gone on with equal pace, 
but have been so mingled and combined that it is not easy 
to separate them. Only very few among eminent Israelites 
have been renowned for their knowledge of Talmudic lore. 
In all the branches of secular science they have taken dis- 
tinguished rank. Christians have sought them as teachers 
in their schools, and in all questions of general interest, as 
in matters of trade and commerce, the ancient diflerence of 
race between Jew and Gentile has been set aside. The 
prophecies of the protesting party have in some degree been 
realized, and it cannot be denied that free intercourse with 
Christians, free reading of secular books, and occasional inter- 
marriages, have drawn many Israelites away from the faith 
of their fathers. Some of the most distinguished of Jewish 
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scholars, men like Neander, have adopted a mild form of the 
Christian faith, and become renowned as proselytes. These 
instances are exceptional, certainly, but much less so than 
instances of conversion from the Christian to the Jewish 
faith. The late Duchess of Placentia is mentioned as an 
illustrious proselyte to the religion of Moses, but in her pub- 
lished creed she speaks more highly of Mahomet and of 
Christ than could be expected of a hearty Jew. In the 
duchy of Baden, and in the city of Rochester, New York, 
recent cases are recorded in which youthful love has wrought 
conversion. ‘The danger is, however, mostly the other way. 
We heard some years since a Rabbi in one of the New York 
synagogues beg the young men of his flock, in plaintive and 
desponding tones, to avoid the sin of seeking wives among the 
Gentiles. “ Are not,” said he, “the daughters of Israel prover- 
bially ‘ fairest of the fair’ ?” 

It is pleasant to see the honest pride with which the Israel- 
ite journals record the successes of their people, — their prizes 
at the Paris Exposition, their valor in the Crimea, their elec- 
tion to posts of honor and influence, their discoveries in sci- 
ence, their legacies and their charities. In two hemispheres, 
public meetings have been called to rejoice in the election 
of a Jew as Lord Mayor of the greatest city in the world. 
In three tongues at least we have read the eulogies of Jews 
on the late Baron Rothschild of Frankfort, grudging him 
no praise because his bounty was so broad. Separate as are 
the trading Jews of Europe from their brethren in Syria, and 
rare as are their pilgrimages to the Holy City, the sympathies 
of all parties go with Sir M. Montefiore in his benevolent 
mission. ‘The chronicle of the Hebrews now is that rather of 
triumph than of suffering. ‘They can set the liberality of one 
nation over against the bigotry of another, can point to their 
representatives in the French Cabinet as compensation for 
their exclusion from the English House of Commons, can 
contrast their influence in Amsterdam with their shame in 
Rome, and, on the whole, be satisfied. 

A few regrets are mingled with the prevailing hope. Alas 
that the parlor of a Vienna Israelite should have exhibited 
the scandal of a Christmas-tree! The reforms seem to some 
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ominously rapid. Is not a new law about circumcision talked 
of? Where will the making of prayer-books stop? Is not 
too much of time and thought given to heathenish pursuits, — 
opera-making, verse-making, and the like? Has not the Lord 
Mayor of London a Protestant chaplain? Nay, is not insult 
added to injury in that ridiculous privilege accorded to the 
Jews of Hesse, that they may exercise the craft of barbers 
without examination as to their faith ?—an estimate of that 
useful class which reminds one of the Arabian tales. 

In proportion to their numbers, it is undoubtedly true that 
the Hebrew race have in culture and influence equality with 
any sect of Christians. The Oriental division, numbering in 
Asia and Africa probably five millions, has a less decided 
superiority than the Western division. The general con- 
tempt with which the Jew is regarded by Moslems and by 
Christians of the Eastern sects, prevents him, except in a 
few instances in the large cities, from gaining much social 
consideration. He is distinguished only as a changer of 
money. Excessive poverty, too, keeps down the mass of 
the people, and it were almost as hopeless to look for pro- 
gress among the dwellers in tents and caverns, as among such 
wretched paupers as the mass of Israelites in Asia Minor 
and Syria. ‘There is but little to choose between the hovels 
on Mount Zion and the holes of Selwan across the valley 
of Jehosaphat. In Russia, where the Jews number more 
than two millions, they have little culture, and, except by 
their industry, not much social significance. They make 
excellent soldiers, and in the recent war were found in the 
Russian ranks, unfortunately in strife with their brethren 
of other nations. The larger portion of them are natives 
of the Polish provinces, where, like their ancestors in the 
kingdom of Ahasuerus, they have for ages been alternately 
honored and _ persecuted. 

In the Austrian empire, the Jews are reckoned at a mil- 
lion or more. Here their great bankers have monetary pow- 
er, and the government is compelled to grant more than the 
will of the people would confirm. They are obnoxious for 
the share which they took in the political troubles of the year 
of revolutions, and have ever since been viewed with a sus- 
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picion fostered by the undying hate of the Romish clergy. 
They are trembling lest the issue of the recent “ concordat” 
should be to deprive them of the few privileges which they 
possess in Austria proper, and of their real strength in the 
province of Bohemia. It is remarkable that in this province, 
—and especially in the city of Prague, where the religious 
reformation of Germany really began, and Huss proclaimed, 
a century before Luther, a freedom of doctrine which Luther 
never fairly consented to,—the spirit of Christian Protes- 
tantism should be dormant, if not wholly extinct, that Jews 
should be the real Protestants, and that the antithesis to the 
gorgeous pageants of the “ Kleinseite ” and the “ Hradschin ” 
should be found in the street discussions of the opposite 
“ Judenstadt.” 

In the kingdom of Prussia, the Jews number nearly half 
a million. ‘Their position here is good, their relative rank 
as scholars is very high, and the mass of their people share 
the common advantage of education. We shall have oc- 
casion presently to speak of some of their journals and their 
leading men. The smaller states of Germany have together 
about three hundred thousand Israelites, principally in their 
cities, — especially in the free cities of Hamburg and Frank- 
fort, which are to the Jew of Germany what Saphet and 
Tiberias are to the Jew of Syria, cities which he feels to be 
half his own. In France, they are estimated as high as a 
hundred thousand, chiefly in the Rhine province of Alsatia. 
In the streets of Strasburg and Mulhausen the Jewish phys- 
iognomy is omnipresent and striking. Here they can enjoy 
rights which the neighboring republic of Switzerland con- 
tinues to deny them. No land clings more tenaciously to 
its traditions of bigotry, than the land which has boasted so 
much of its freedom. The Jews of Switzerland are but little 
better off than those of Italy and Spain. 

In the British possessions of Europe the number of Jews 
is about sixty thousand, of whom nearly one third are resi- 
dents of London. A few political rights are still withheld, 
but socially they are not distinguished from the other subjects 
of the realm. Holland, first to grant them justice, counts in 
her cities not less than fifty thousand. Sweden, Denmark, 
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and Belgium may perhaps have thirty thousand, and the 
various Italian states as many more. The Jews of Amster- 
dam and the Jews of Rome represent the social extremes of 
the race in civilized Europe. ‘The spectacle of the Ghetto in 
the Papal city prepares one for the scenes of wretchedness in 
the Jew quarters in the cities of the East. The commercial 
port of Leghorn is the only Italian town where they are 
treated with any consideration. In Norway and Spain they 
are not allowed to live; the few that remain in the land of 
Maimonides are compelled to hide their religion and pretend 
to be Christians. The whole number of Jews in Europe may 
be reckoned at four and a half millions. 

No class of immigrants has increased more rapidly in the 
United States than the Hebrew. The large estimates which 
have amazed from time to time the readers of our newspapers, 
are rather under than above the truth. In 1830, we believe, < 
man might count upon his fingers all the synagogues in this 
country, and the whole body of Israelites would not reach a 
myriad. Now there are in the Union at least a quarter of a 
million Jews, from eighty to ninety synagogues, and multi- 
tudes of smaller communities where a nucleus exists which 
will soon grow into a synagogue. Of these, the city of New 
York alone has twenty synagogues and thirty thousand souls. 
About a twentieth part of its population are Jews. ‘There are 
synagogues in all the chief cities of the seaboard, — two even 
in Puritan Boston, five in Philadelphia, five in Baltimore, 
three in New Orleans, and two in Charleston. In the great 
Western city of Cincinnati there are four synagogues, with 
a Jewish population of nine thousand,—nearly as great as 
that of Philadelphia. New England is the section of the 
land which has least acquaintance with them. Newport has 
a curiosity, hardly less mystical than its Round Tower, in the 
shape of the neat synagogue, of which no man sees the gates 
unbarred except at intervals of a decade. ‘To the villagers of 
interior New England towns a Jew is synonymous with an 
itinerant vender of watches or collector of worn-out boots and 
cast-off garments. But in other parts of the country the Jews 
take respectable rank among religious denominations, and 
outnumber more than one influential sect, —the Unitarians, for 
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instance. Besides their synagogues, they have other institu- 
tions — schools, hospitals, and the like — which are for the 
exclusive use of their people. The names of these establish- 
ments have to uninstructed Anglo-Saxon ears a harsh, not to 
say an uncouth sound; but translated, they are found to be 
as appropriate as the names which Christians give to their 
churches. We venture to say that no congregation in Pitts- 
burg has a sweeter name than the Hebrew “ Gates of Heaven.” 
The phrases “ Rodef Sholem” and “ Shangarai Chassed,” be- 
ing translated, are found as appropriate and euphonious as 
“Trinity” or “ All Souls.” 

The Jewish body of this country is chiefly composed of im- 
migrants from Germany and Poland, whom political troubles 
have driven from their native land. But as the Jewish vocal 
organs catch quickly a new speech, we may expect that their 
foreign dialect will soon give place to our prevailing language. 
Indeed, we have repeatedly heard English sermons in a syna- 
gogue nominally German. Already a bounty is held out to 
induce among the Hebrews the study of English. The national 
name prefixed familiarly to the synagogues does not indicate 
the nationality of the members, but rather the form of prayer 
which they have adopted. Nothing but English and Hebrew 
will be heard in the New York synagogues which bear the 
name of “ Portuguese.” 

The Jews are too recently established here to have attained 
much influence in politics or much distinction in science. 
They find a congenial sphere in that which is our national 
business, money-making, and in this they rival the sons of 
the Pilgrims. Perhaps the sharpest contest of mercantile 
shrewdness is symbolized by a Yankee and a Jew chaflering 
with each other. It is the fashion on ’Change to couple the 
name of Jew with scandalous epithets,—a fashion, as we 
believe, most unjust and unwarranted. It is not the Hebrew 
merchant in our cities who most resembles the portrait of 
Shylock. ‘The commercial integrity of the race of Israel 
stands, on the whole, as fair in New York or New Orleans, 
as that of any race; and according to their means, their sym- 
pathy is as quick and their benevolence as genuine. The 
Eureka Society of San Francisco, numbering a hundred and 
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fifty members, spends in charity two hundred dollars monthly. 
The name of Judah Touro (not a solitary name, moreover) 
is worthy to be classed with the name of Amos Lawrence. 
To these general remarks we would add some special ac- 
count of the state of parties, the periodicals, the schools, and 
the distinguished writers and teachers among the Jews. In 
the Eastern world there is but one party. Christendom there 
is divided into Latin, Greek, and Armenian, — Catholic and 
schismatic; Islam has the sects of Ali and Omar, — Sufites, 
Sunnites and Schiites; but Judaism is Talmudism, nothing 
more. The heretical sect of the Caraites,” never large, is now 
nearly extinct, and one may inquire diligently for it, without 
finding any who know of its existence. Jewish colleges in 
the East, in any proper sense of that term, are very rare. We 
have mentioned already the establishment at Salonica. Sim- 
ilar institutions exist in Damascus and Aleppo, and at several 
places on the northern coast of Africa. Tunis has for a long 
period been the centre of ‘Talmudic study. We begin to find 
parties as we go westward. Among the Russian and Polish 
Jews, the fame of a man is usually the foundation of a col- 
lege. ‘The distinguished teacher gathers a party around him, 
which lasts as long as he lives, but when he dies, disperses, 
His scholarship, and not any pecuniary endowment, is the 
foundation of his school. ‘The “ Baal Yesheebah” makes a 
party in himself. The difference between teachers in this 
middie region of Poland and Eastern Prussia is rather a dif- 
ference of ability, skill, and erudition, than of opinions and 
principles; rather such as might have been between Paul, 
Barnabas, and Silas, than between Paul, Apollos, and Cephas. 
The whole system, in fact, of Oriental Jewish teaching, 
reminds one of the Christian teaching of the Middle Age. 
What Peter Abelard was once in Paris, that was Rabbi 
Jacob Eiger in Posen. His lectures were in the place of 
college and review. ‘The school over which he presided is 


* The Caraites claim a high antiquity, — that tiey are descendants of the ten tribes. 
Their ancient oracle is said to have been Rabbi Shammai, the rival of Hillel. They 
are in some respects like the Sadducees, but are much more strict in their discipline 
and religious observances, and believe, moreover, in the doctrine of a future life, 
which the Sadducees did not. They reject tradition, but hold to the Law of Moses. 
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no longer remarkable. In the East, so far as we are aware, 
there are no magazines of Hebrew literature. ‘The new 
Gemara is in the spoken word. 

The West is abundantly supplied with periodicals, semina- 
ries, and parties. ‘The three principal divisions of Conserva- 
tives, Reformers, and Neologists include other subdivisions. 
In each section there are Moderates and Ultraists, and the 
difference between the extreme men in either direction is as 
great as between the German schools of Berlin and Tiibing- 
en, or between Newman the monk and Newman the radical. 
The general ground of the conservative party is that of ad- 
herence to tradition, and opposition to change. They are by 
profession ‘Talmudists. But there are in their ranks three 
sections ;— those, first, who are ultra, and hold to all the de- 
tails of inherited custom, to every jot and tittle of tradition, 
both in theory and practice; those, secondly, who hold in 
theory ultra-conservative views, but tolerate some laxity in 
practice; and those, thirdly, who justify improvement so far 
as it does not weaken the authority of tradition, — who are 
willing to add to, though they will subtract nothing from, 
what is written. This conservative party is an overwhelming 
majority in numbers, including nine tenths, perhaps nineteen 
twentieths, of the Israelites in Europe and America. 

This party has in Germany four monthly magazines, in 
France one monthly and one semi-monthly, a weekly in Great 
Britain, two periodicals in Holland, and one in Italy, at Tu- 
rin. Of these the best belonging to the ultra-conservative 
party is that entitled * Jeschurun,” published at Frankfort by 
Rabbi Samson Raphael Hirsch, conducted in an excellent 
spirit, ably and courteously, but with a narrowness of Sab- 
batarianism which would satisfy the soundest brother of the 
Scotch Kirk. Dr. Enoch, of Altona in Holstein, publishes 
two magazines of no great value, one in German and the 
other in Ilebrew, in the interest of the same school. Dr. 
Frankel’s “ Monathsschrift,” published at Leipsic, is the prin- 
cipal organ of the moderate conservative party. It is less 
popular than the “ Univers Israélite” of Paris, but for learn- 
ing and critical ability will compare well with the theological 
journals of the Christian schools in Germany. It is rather for 
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scholars than for the people, while the “ Univers” is a reposi- 
tory of current news, with a small infusion of scholarship. In 
the United States, the conservative party, though in posses- 
sion of nearly all the synagogues, have only a single monthly, 
“The Occident,” published at Philadelphia, and a weekly 
paper in New York, “The Asmonean,” which professes 
to be independent. The latter is well conducted, and in a 
good temper. In the former, the controversial spirit is some- 
what too bitter, and the personal disputes are too frequent to 
suit our taste. The virulence of the retort seems dispropor- 
tioned to the importance of the debate. It is rather consoling 
to find, as we do in a number of the Occident, that the ques- 
tion which now vexes so many Christian congregations, — what 
to do about their music, — disturbs the synagogue also; that 
grave Rabbins are disputing whether, according to the Tal- 
mud, “females may sing in the public worship.” Our suf- 
frages would certainly, if we were of the Israelite communion, 
be given to the innovation. The “dulcet notes of dear wo- 
” may have sometimes seductive power unsuited 
to the solemn rites of the sanctuary; but they would soften 
and improve very much the songs of Zion, and add to the 
attractiveness of the service, at least to a Christian ear. 

The reformers in general deny the infallibility of tradition, 
but differ among themselves in the degree to which they dis- 
eard it. The right wing maintain that tradition has author- 
ity, but may lawfully be modified so as to conform to the pro- 
gress of civilization and the spirit of the age. They are to 
the moderate conservatives what the party of Tholuck is to the 
party of Hengstenberg,—as pious in practice, though more 
lax in theory. The left wing of the reformers, on the con- 
trary, are radicals concerning tradition, reject it utterly, like 
the Caraites of the East, and deny the resurrection of the 
dead, like the Sadducees. They are, indeed, doctrinally the 
modern Sadducees, though they do not maintain the same 
rank and social importance as the Sadducees in the days of 
Herod. Some join with their denial of the resurrection of 
the dead the denial of any coming Messiah, and hold that 
the first dispensation— the Law as Moses gave it— is the 
suflicient, perfect, and final appointment of Jehovah. Nu- 
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merically small, this party is made respectable by the ability 
and zeal of its leading men. 

This party has in its interest in Germany three monthly 
periodicals, in France one monthly, and in the United States 
two weeklies. Of these the “ Zeitung des Judenthums,” 
edited by Dr. Philippsohn, is the best. This has been issued 
steadily for nearly twenty years, and is the successor to a 
magazine which Dr. Philippsohn published early in his career, 
and from which he has made in a recent volume a striking 
collection of sermons and essays. ‘The “ Orient,’ by Dr. 
Fiirst at Leipsic, and the “ Volksboten,” by Dr. Stein of 
Frankfort, are also ably edited. The “ Archives Israélites” 
is similar in plan and appearance to the “ Univers,” but is 
less vigorous and readable than its rival. Its editor, M. 8. 
Cahen, has recently completed a translation of the Bible into 
French, with notes and various readings, — making a formi- 
dable series of eighteen volumes. The most prominent ad- 
vocate of the reform party in this country is the Rev. Isaac 
M. Wise of Cincinnati, who conducts a weekly journal in 
English and another in German. Mr. Wise is the author of 
a history of his own people, the first volume of which ap- 
peared in 1854. It is a work of much pretension and some 
ability, though far inferior to the work of Dr. Raphall. We 
may add, that Mr. Wise’s book has the grave defect of not 
being written in a good English idiom,—a fault which, if not 
corrected, will prevent it from becoming a standard work. 
The sins against orthography and grammar are flagrant and 
abundant. 

The Neologist party has also its right and its left wing. 
The first hold to the Decalogue of Moses as permanently 
binding, but insist that the Levitical law, the minutie of 
ritual, the ceremonial and dietary statutes, were all local and 
temporary, — for ancient and not for modern Jews ; for Pales- 
tine, but not for England and America. The other wing 
accept only the minimum of religion, the doctrine of one 
God. They are simply Deists, and their sole claim to the 
name of Jews is that of lineage and kindred. Between this 
ultra-Neologist and the Oriental Talmudist the distance is 
longer than any possible distance between the most credu- 
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lous and the most liberal Christian. The Christian, to justify 
his name, must always have in his creed some shade or trace 
of Christology, — something more than bare theism. He can 
never state his creed in a single phrase. But a Jew can so 
reduce his creed that it shall be next to none, and yet be 
genuine. 

We know the names of but two Neologist periodicals, 
(though it is possible that there may be others,) “The Is- 
raelite of the Nineteenth Century,” published in Germany 
by Dr. Hess, and “ The Sinai,” published at Baltimore, in the 
German language. The only Neologist synagogues in this 
country are two in the city of Baltimore. The Reform party, 
indeed, have but four synagogues, — one in each of the cities 
of Albany, New York, Philadelphia, and Charleston. 

It is strange that the discussions of these various parties and 
sections of parties are so rarely noticed in the secular journals, 
while every unimportant Christian controversy gets its full 
share of attention. The disregard is, however, reciprocal. 
The Jewish periodicals take small heed of Christian move- 
ments, and the best Jewish scholars are not careful to study 
Christian theological books, except it be in the department of 
history. ‘The question has been suggested, whether, at no 
distant time, Christian “ Rationalism ” and Jewish “ Neology” 
may not come together on common ground; but it has 
never, so far as we know, been seriously discussed. A vol- 
ume like that of Dr. Philippsohn, which we have noticed 
already, will undoubtedly prepare the way for such a dis- 
cussion. And if Rationalism could succeed in reconciling 
the theology of Gentile and Jew, much might be pardoned to 
its boldness of speculation. Those who oppose most zeal- 
ously any compromise between Christianity and Judaism, 
have been most ready to tolerate the alliance of Paganism 
with the Gospel, — to admit heathen splendors into its ritual 
and heathen philosophy into its creed. The Jew asserts, and 
can prove, that his religion has borrowed less from the Pagan 
world than any powerful form of Christian faith; that, with all 
its divisions, it holds its original truth in more integrity, in 
more freedom from foreign theories and speculations, than 
any existing religion. If the Jew has given up something,— 
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relaxed from the ancient strictness, — he has at least added 
nothing to the faith of his fathers. ‘The Talmud even is more 
an evolution from the Law of Moses, than an assimilation of 
foreign elements. Plato and the Gnostics had no share in its 
formation. It is a vast fabric, but not a web woven with 
any Pagan threads. So long as the Old and the New Testa- 
ments are bound up together in one Christian Bible, and our 
children read them alike as “the word of God,’—so long as 
the Law of Moses side by side with the Prayer of Christ is in- 
scribed on the walls of our churches, — so long as the divine- 
ness and beauty of the new covenant are proved by its illus- 
tration in the old,— Christians ought to sympathize with 
every effort, and welcome every suggestion, which shall hasten 
a reconciliation with that creed which holds so purely to the 
first truth of religion. 

Like the Christian universities, many of the Jewish schools 
of the West are controlled by government regulations. The 
qualifications for Rabbins are prescribed by statute. Even 
when the purpose of the school is chiefly theological, it is 
ordered that candidates for the Rabbinical office shall pass 
an examination in the classics and in general literature ;— 
as in the case, for instance, of the “ Medrash” at Amsterdam. 
In France, there is a law that only native Frenchmen, grad- 
uates of the “ Ecole Rabbinique” of Metz, shall hold in the 
land the position of Rabbin. That school was established 
somewhat more than thirty years ago, and receives regular 
aid from the government; and it is as well worthy the at- 
tention of a visitor, as the extraordinary fortifications and the 
quaint cathedral of that frontier town. In Germany, Jews 
are educated in Christian universities, at least for a portion 
of the time of their preparation. Except in Prussia and Han- 
over, the governments require of Rabbinical candidates at 
least two years study in some university. The University 
of Wiirzburg in Bavaria, an ancient foundation, which, ex- 
cept in its medical department, has declined within this cen- 
tury, has become a place of great resort for Hebrew students, 
attracted by the fame of the Rabbins resident in that city. 
The Yesheebah of Rabbi Bing and Rabbi Bamberger has edu- 
cated many of the leading Rabbins of Germany and England, 
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and has given to the old city a more respectable attraction 
than the traditions of St. Chilian or the miracles of the Prince 
of Hohenlohe. 

In Prussia, a new Jewish university has just been founded, 
upon the bequest of M. Frankel, a rich Israelite who left the 
whole of his property to that pious use. It is established at 
Breslau, the second city in the kingdom, —a city which offers, 
from its situation near the frontier and its railway connection 
with the southern provinces of Poland, great facilities for a 
large gathering of Jewish students. ‘The learned Dr. Frankel 
of Dresden, of whom we have already spoken, has resigned his 
high office as the head of the Saxon synagogues, and accepted 
at Breslau the principal charge. Eminent scholars, Dr. Griitz 
and Dr. Berneis, are associated with him, and, with the ad- 
ditional advantages of the flourishing Christian university, 
which in the number of its students comes very near to that 
of Berlin, it may be expected that Breslau will become the 
intellectual centre of the Hebrew race in Europe. 

In Altona, Dr. Ettlinger, a Hebraist of extraordinary gifts 
and attainments, has created a flourishing Talmudic school, 
which is likely to last only as long as he remains at its head. 
In London, where, in the Jewish community, immense wealth 
is united to great zeal, there is a new school, supported by 
voluntary contributions. In the United States, there is no 
educational establishment of the first class exclusively He- 
brew. An attempt has recently been made to start such an 
institution in the city of Cincinnati, but it has not as yet been 
largely encouraged. Indeed, from the nature of the case, it 
must be difficult to make any Jewish college succeed in this 
country. ‘The Christian seminaries are sufficiently free to 
satisfy any but the most bigoted ‘Talmudist. 

We have already mentioned the names of several of the 
noted living Israelite scholars. Numerous others of equal 
celebrity might be added. Rabbi Rapoport of Prague, the 
erudite author of the ‘Talmudic Dictionary; Dr. Sachs of 
Berlin, distinguished not less as a preacher and a poet than 
as a translator of the Scriptures; Dr. Mannheimer of Vienna; 
Dr. Hirsch of Frankfort, —a very prolific writer, — are among 
the most eminent on the conservative side. Among the re- 

32° 











376 PRESENT STATE OF THE JEWISH PEOPLE [ Oct. 


formers are Dr. Salomon of Hamburg, a translator of the 
Bible and author of several volumes of Sermons; Dr. Jost 
of Frankfort, whose work in twelve volumes on the History 
of the Israelites maintains a wide popularity; Dr. Geiger, 
author of a life of Mahomet, and a vigorous controversial 
writer; Dr. Weils, a remarkable Arabic scholar, author of 
the History of the Caliphs; Dr. Fiirst of Leipsic, whose 
Concordance holds the same rank among Hebrews that the 
Concordance of Cruden does among English Christians ; Dr. 
Zunz of Berlin, an archeologist of high repute; Dr. Herz- 
feld of Brunswick, an historian; and Dr. Stein of Frankfort, 
a critic. All these rank honorably in the party of which Dr. 
Philippsohn is the best representative to English readers. 
The most popular work of modern fiction in Germany, “ Sto- 
ries of the Black Forest,” is by a Jew, Berthold Auerbach ; 
and many of the best tracts on politics and political economy 
in Berlin and Frankfort have emanated from Hebrews. The 
list of distinguished German Israelites would be largely 
swelled, if we might include those who have forsaken their 
faith and given their names and their skill to one and another 
of the Christian parties, or if we might add those who have 
achieved distinction in the arts. Since the death of Mendels- 
sohn, Meyerbeer must be placed at the head of musical com- 
posers. Ernst is confessed to be first of artists in the concert- 
room ; and in every annual show of pictures, Lessing is al- 
lowed to be facile princeps. As a great historic painter, he 
has, in our judgment, no living rival. 

In France, the Israelites are highly distinguished. Rachel 
upon the stage, and Fould in the cabinet, are names as much 
apart as the name of Rothschild in the Exchange. ‘The name 
of Cahen, of which we have spoken, has more than one ac- 
complished representative. ‘The best work on Palestine that 
we have ever seen, noticed a year or two ago in this Review, 
is by M. Munk, an attaché of the Imperial Library in Paris. 
As a preacher, M. Wogue, and as an historian, M. Salvador, 
may be mentioned. 

In England, the chief Israelite name is that of Rabbi 
Adler, a pupil of the Wiirzburg “ Yesheebah,” whose in- 
fluence would be very great by reason of his position, were 
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it not justified by his ability and learning. As chief Rabbi 
of the British dominions, he has a jurisdiction equalled in 
territorial extent by no ruler but the Pope, — from Montreal 
to Madras, from Scotland to Australia. Other eminent 
names there are, — of Silvester, the mathematician, and The- 
odores, the linguist, — but fewer in comparison than those of 
the Continent. 

Beyond the Alps, since the death of Isaac Samuel Reggio, 
whose recent loss Israel still deplores, the most prominent 
man of learning is Dr. S. D. Luzzato, Professor at Padua. 
The name has long been eminent in Jewish history, and in 
Italy is a synonyme for archwological and biblical knowl- 
edge. Among the Oriental Jews, the name best known to 
Christians is that of Rabbi Schwartz of Jerusalem, whose 
geographical dictionary of Palestine has been translated in 
this country. 

This catalogue of names, too long, perhaps, for the pa- 
tience of our readers, is much too short to include all whose 
names are worthy of mention. We ought to add to it 
some remarks upon the position of the Rabbins, never more 
truly dignified, and their authority never more widely rec- 
ognized, than now. Once, a Rabbin was only a ruler or 
superintendent, and the name implied rather importance than 
merit, rather wealth and station than literary distinction. 
The office no more required religious learning than the office 
of Cardinal in Rome. At the time of Jesus it is doubtful if 
learning was necessarily associated with the name of Rabbi, 
though we are aware that some have maintained that Jesus 
himself, on account of his precocious wisdom, was honored 
with that title. It is, however, the learning of many ancient 
Rabbins which has made learning essential to that office. 
Now, he who is to be moderator in the assemblies, and arbiter 
in the controversies, whose word is to give law, and whose 
opinion is to be judgment, must be a man of culture, must 
have something more than money, or family rank, or secular 
ability, to sustain his claim. It is very desirable that he 
should be a preacher as well as a ruler, and should be able 
eloquently to expound the laws of duty, as well as to settle 
cases of conscience. ‘To occupy the seat of honor, the Rab- 
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bin must be the orator as well as the magistrate of the syn- 
agogue. Every year more attention is paid among the He- 
brews to the cultivation of pulpit eloquence, and in more 
than one of the New York synagogues discourses may be 
heard on the Sabbath day equally remarkable for logical force 
and evangelical fervor. It is quite as important to have an 
able preacher, as a clear-voiced and competent reader. 

The changes which centuries have made in the ritual and 
hierarchical order of the Jews are very slight. ‘The visitor in 
a synagogue sees substantially the same arrangement, and 
hears substantially the same prayers and chants, as the He- 
brews of Syria saw and heard in the days of Hillel. The 
synagogue keeps that form which is preserved in the earliest 
Christian churches in Rome as the antique type of sacred 
architecture. We are persuaded that a hearing of the syna- 
gogue service, and of the Coptic and Armenian liturgies, will 
give one the best idea of the style of the Christian ritual as it 
was in the third century, — that there is more resemblance in 
the Jewish service on Mount Zion, than in the Babel jargon 
of the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, to the chants which 
Jerome heard in the Holy Land. There is no Christian ritual 
in Nazareth where the fourth chapter of Luke’s Gospel is so 
well illustrated as in any Jewish synagogue. Whether this 
unchanging ritual be, on the whole, best, is a question upon 
which we shall not enter here. It is at least as favorable to 
piety as the experiments of worship which Protestants are 
continually trying. 

Not all the Jews, even of the most rigid sect, live up to 
their rigid theories. The younger Israelites often sadly fall 
away from that stern obedience which is the praise of the 
elders. ‘The very numerous fasts—a characteristic feature 
of Judaism —are kept somewhat as Lent is kept by Chris- 
tians; and the scruples about meats and drinks are disposed 
of by many, as the better class of Moslems dispose of their 
scruples about wine and brandy. Yet it is probable that no 
people are as a whole so consistent in observing the special 
statutes of their faith, as the Jews. Among no people has an 
oath more binding force. Among no people, according to our 
observation, is profanity so rare. The relations of the patri- 
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archal state still remain, and filial reverence is as much a 
duty as filial neglect is a shame. However they may fall 
from the letter, the Jews keep close, as a body, to the spirit of 
their Law. 

There are two or three topics remaining, on which a word 
or two may be said. As to the influence of the war just 
closed, and the new acts of the Turkish Divan, a large field is 
opened for speculation. The Jews are beginning to inquire, 
if they, as well as the Christians of the East, may not gain 
something by the privileges which have been granted, and the 
better acquaintance between the East and the West which 
the war has brought about. Will not the contact of Euro- 
pean civilization arouse the sluggishness of the Talmudic 
dreamers, and give to the Judaism of Bagdad and ‘Tiberias 
a fresher life? And will not the spectacle of Eastern piety, 
devoting a lifetime to religion and its studies, rebuke some- 
thing of that zealous worldliness to which the Western Jew 
is so often a slave? It is the hope of many, that one issue of 
this war will be the restoration of the unity of Israel. 

“The Return of the Jews to Palestine” is a favorite theme 
of sentimental poetry and of school-boy declamation. We 
are taught to believe that every Hebrew longs in his heart to 
go back to the home of his fathers, and that in every nation 
he is only a sojourner, holding Canaan to be his country. 
Splendid pictures are drawn of a grand exodus from all civil- 
ized lands, —of a united and jubilant race going up in peaceful 
throng to their beautiful city in the mountains. We have the 
historic parallel in the myriads which Moses led, and the his- 
toric contrast in the hosts of the Crusaders. ‘There is more 
poetry than truth in these pictures. Only in the fewest in- 
stances is such a longing real in the Jew’s heart, and the more 
intelligent regard the idea of a return to Palestine as senseless 
and chimerical. ‘The number of Jewish pilgrims to Jerusalem 
is comparatively small, vastly less than the number of Greek 
and Armenian pilgrims. A grave in the valley of Jehoshaphat 
is to an enthusiast worth much toil and sacrifice. But such 
enthusiasts are not numerous enough to represent a national 
desire. The irreverent exclamation imputed to one Roths- 
child, and the humorous retort, “ I had rather be Jew of the 
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kings than king of the Jews,” ascribed to another, no doubt 


indicate the most prevalent feeling of the Jews concerning the 
return of their people to Palestine. If they look for it as pos- 
sible, it is possible only in the far distance, and is not now 
desirable. 

The amelioration of the condition of the Jews in Palestine 
and the East has engaged the attention, not only of many 
wealthy and benevolent Israelites, but of several Christian 
sects. The Christian missions in the Holy Land have as 
their chief object the conversion of Jews. ‘The English 
Church has built on the highest part of Mount Zion a costly 
Gothic structure, which it hopes at some time to fill with 
proselytes from the neighboring Jewish quarter. The fame of 
Bishop Gobat and the zeal of Mr. Nicholayson have not thus 
far produced any striking results. The moral effects of con- 
version there have not always confirmed its value. Rev. John 
T’. Barclay, the missionary of a small sect in Virginia called 
the * Disciples,” labored for three and a half years among the 
Jews of Jerusalem without much encouragement. In North- 
ern Syria the prospects are much the same. The fundamen- 
tal doctrine of the creeds concerning the Divine nature is a 
stumbling-block to the Jew, and will prevent the success of 
direct missionary labor. 

A more reasonable scheme (not confined, however, to the 
Jews, but meant for all the races) is the recent attempt to 
introduce the methods of Western agriculture into the Holy 
Land. Serious disasters and partial failure have attended 
the experiment thus far. But it is still going on, and good is 
hoped from it. The best amelioration of the condition of the 
Jews in Palestine would be that which should entice them 
away from the land. In no one of their sacred cities can the 
condition of the masses be other than exceedingly wretched. 
No government regulation can secure them against constant 
contempt and occasional persecution. 

The most evident desire, the most distinct longing, of the 
Jews at this time, is for a deeper union, a more spiritual and 
perfect brotherhood, — rather than for any return to the land of 
their fathers; and we cannot better close these fragmentary 
sketches than by translating the glowing words of Dr. Phi- 
lippsohn in one of his Fast Day sermons :— 
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“The bond of brotherhood makes the land of the stranger a home to 
Israel. Brothers we are in race and origin, brothers in religion and 
faith, brothers in the fatality which has scattered us among the nations, 
which has made us strangers on the earth, and forced us to be endured 
and to endure in cities and villages. Brothers are we in our equal 
fortune, our equal gain and loss, our equal honor and shame. What- 
ever ennobles any Israelite, ennobles all ; whatever humbles any, hum- 
bles all. As brothers, we must embrace, help, protect, and love one 
another. We may be e/tizens of the land to which the hand of Prov- 
idence has led us, we may call it our country, love as our fatherland 
the land where we first saw the light, where our youth has grown up, 
and where we labor and provide for the necessities of life may fulfil 
every duty of upright citizens; yet, as the sky arches over all zones, 
all regions, all provinces, embracing and binding them together, so doth 
Israel above all our heads throw its arch, bind all our minds and hearts, 
and embrace them in brotherly love, into one great union of common 
interest, of common effort, and common reward. Think ye that this 
brotherhood is hostile to universal love of man, — that separate Israel 
so encroaches upon common humanity? In nowise so. If the love of 
child to parent, if the love of wife to husband, if the love of brother to 
sister, — if these natural affections diminish the sentiment of broad 
philanthropy, then we may call it a mistake to draw so closely the 
bonds of race. In thy large, liberal heart, bear first thine own dear 
ones, then Israel, and then all mankind. Love thy neighbor as thy- 
ee 

“Tsraelites find we everywhere, by the walls of China as among the 
Indians on the banks of the Chippewa,— so has the guiding hand of 
our God cared for us. And if we only find in Israelites everywhere 
our brothers, so have we everywhere a home, we are nowhere strangers, 
always there is rest for us, and this love of brethren is a house in which 
we may dwell, saved from the heat of noonday, from the pelting of 
storm and tempest.” 
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Art. V.—1. An Elementary Treatise on Logic, including 
Part I. Analysis of Formula, Part II. Method; with an 
Appendix of Examples for Analysis and Criticism, and 
a Copious Index of Terms and Subjects. Designed for the 
Use of Schools and Colleges, as well as for Private Use. 
By W. D. Wirson, D. D., Trinity Professor of Christian 
Ethics, and Professor of Logic, Intellectual Philosophy, 
and History, in Hobart Free College, at Geneva, N. Y. 
New York: D. Appleton & Co. 1856. 12mo._ pp. 425. 

2. Elements of Logic, together with an Introductory View of 
Philosophy in General, and a Preliminary View of the 
Reason. By Henry P. Tappan. New York: D. Apple- 
ton & Co. 1856, 12mo._ pp. 467. 

3. An Outline of the Necessary Laws of Thought; a Treatise 

on Pure and Applied Logic. By Witiiam Tuompson, 

M. A., Fellow and Tutor of Queen’s College, Oxford. 

Third Edition, much enlarged. London: Longmans. 

1854. I6mo. pp. 396. 

. Formal Logic, or the Calculus of Inference Necessary and 

Probable. By Avevstus Dre Morean, of Trinity College, 

Cambridge, Professor of Mathematics in University Col- 

lege, London. London: Taylor and Walton. 1847. S8vo. 

pp. 336. 


— 


Tus list of recent treatises upon logic might easily have 
been made a longer one. The number of such publications 
is one significant intimation among many, that the study of 
this noble science is rapidly recovering the high estimation 
in which it was once held as a means of intellectual dis- 
cipline. Throughout the Middle Age, and down even to the 
time of Locke, the study of logic was one of the chief objects 
of attention at all the universities in Europe. It formed the 
porch through which the neophyte was led to his initiation 
into the mysteries of scholastic theology and metaphysics. 
Whatever there was of good in the intellectual training of 
the scholars and philosophers of those days, was due chiefly 
to the patient and thorough drilling which they received in 
the abstruse formulas of this science. ‘To wrestle with syllo- 
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gisms was the principal gymnastic exercise of the academic 
youth; and the vigor of intellectual muscle which was thus 
developed, the power of grappling with the most abstruse sub- 
jects, the capacity of clear thought, nice discrimination, and 
forcible reasoning, which were among the results of this manly 
course of education, — whatever we may think of the value of 
the topics to which these faculties were subsequently applied, 
— were such as to shame the nurslings of a more effeminate 
treatment in later times. The hill of science was not acces- 
sible in those days by any royal road or flowery footpath. 
Logic was the rough passage, beset with rocks and brambles, 
which led straight up the precipitous ascent. 

The rise of the Baconian philosophy, and the development 
of a taste for the elegances and refinements of letters and the 
arts, changed the whole method of university instruction. 
Useful information, not mental discipline, became the great 
object of education. Logic fell into neglect, because the 
physical sciences had made so much progress that there was 
now more to be taught, and less room and opportunity were 
left for exercises which tended only indirectly to the discov- 
ery of truth by educing and training those faculties of the 
mind which are engaged in the investigation. The muscles 
of a carpenter or a blacksmith are sufficiently hardened by 
his daily work ; climbing masts, leaping with poles, balancing 
and swinging on ladders, and other prescribed feats of activ- 
ity having no useful end in view except the development 
of the chest and the more vigorous play of the sinews and 
joints, are needed only by persons engaged in sedentary pur- 
suits. Yet in defence of these merely fanciful exercises, as 
they may be called, it might be said, that they bring about a 
more uniform and harmonious improvement of all the bodily 
powers than could be eflected by the practice of any one art 
or by one kind of manual labor. A blacksmith has more 
stalwart arms than a sailor; but he cannot grip so tightly with 
his fingers, or balance himself so easily on a narrow foothold 
at a giddy height. Gymnastic exercises, if properly planned 
and steadily pursued, strengthen all the muscles, and develop 
all parts of the body in their due proportion. The forms of 
the ancient Greeks, who were most addicted to them, present- 
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ed the finest models for sculpture, while a hard-working arti- 
san is ungainly and often distorted in person. That culture 
of mind which is attained by the minute division of men- 
tal labor, and by exclusive addiction to a single pursuit, is 
equally one-sided and inharmonious. The intellect loses the 
pliancy which is its most valuable natural endowment, and 
excellence in one department ceases to be a test of general 
ability. 

But the study of logic was not merely neglected ; it soon 
came to be despised. Physical inquirers, who were actively 
engaged in the observation of phenomena and the discovery 
of general laws, learned to regard with contempt the dispu- 
tations and other dialectic exercises of the schools. They 
aflirmed, and their doctrine seemed plausible enough, that syl- 
logistic reasoning was a means, not for the discovery of new 
truths, but only for the vindication of old ones against soph- 
istry and error. If the sole business of the inquirer were to 
observe facts and try experiments, their position seems to be 
a sound one; the results thus obtained form the premises 
from which proper conclusions are to be deduced, and logic 
has nothing to do with the ascertainment of premises, but 
uniformly takes them for granted. The mistake of those 
who scofled at dialectical science consisted in supposing that 
there was little probability of error in the reasoning which 
was based upon facts. Right observation of nature being pre- 
supposed, they held that the true interpretation was obvious, 
or presented little difficulty. But it is not so. We can hardly 
open a book upon any branch either of the moral or the phys- 
ical sciences, without being struck with the number of in- 
stances of unsound and fallacious reasoning,—of true and 
false conclusions improperly deduced from premises correctly 
observed and fairly stated. It is almost enough to make a 
person doubt the truth of Christianity itself, to read some of 
the treatises which have been written expressly for its defence. 
The author’s intentions are good, and the truths which he 
labors to establish actually rest upon the Rock of Ages, and 
are of unspeakable importance ; but the arguments adduced 
in their support would not satisfy an inquiring child, and 
only afford ground for the subsequent cavillings of the sceptic. 
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The great defect of the literature of science at the present 
day, as it seems to us, is a want of clear ideas, exact method, 
and valid ratiocination. Forced constructions of nature’s 
language, faulty generalizations, arbitrary and fanciful sys- 
tems, multiply so rapidly, that the neophyte knows not 
what to believe, and is almost led to distrust the security of 
the foundations upon which the whole fabric of science rests. 
One daring theorist and skilful rhetorician, like the author 
of the “ Vestiges of Creation,” is able to confound the whole 
scientific world by the very boldness and magnitude of his 
heresies ; and the work of confutation is necessarily a slow 
one, as every error committed in the course of it by unskil- 
ful antagonists is considered a proof of the strength of the 
position assailed, whereas it only demonstrates the weakness 
and incompetency of the besiegers. The interpretation of 
facts is really more difficult than the collection and arrange- 
ment of them; neither can be successfully attempted by 
undisciplined minds. The perceptive and the reasoning 
powers often exist almost in inverse ratio of each other. As 
theory without observation is fanciful, so observation without 
competent theorizing is barren and nugatory. 

Still further; the truth is not so generally recognized as it 
should be, that correct observations and fruitful experiments 
presuppose well-arranged knowledge, ingenious speculation, 
and accurate reasoning. An hypothesis has been aptly de- 
fined to be “ the only reason for making one experiment rather 
than another.” Facts are of no immediate use for the pur- 
poses of science, except they directly tend to substantiate or 
refute some doctrine which has been previously guessed at, 
under the guidance only of a remote analogy or a hasty in- 
duction from obvious instances; of no immediate use, we say, 
because unquestionably a record of observations made by un- 
trained eyes, and, for the time, with no definite purpose, may 
subsequently present to abler inquirers the seeds of important 
discoveries. But this business of mere observation has some- 
times, as in meteorology, been carried much too far, the 
difficulty of arriving at any general results being only in- 
creased by the undue multiplication of details. ‘To ask ques- 
tions at random, or to multiply them without limit, is no 
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proper mode of eliciting the truth from witnesses on the 
stand, or of compelling Nature to disclose her secrets. To 
accomplish either of these ends, the queries must be few, 
definite, and to the purpose. Prudens interrogatio dimidium 
scientie est, says Lord Bacon. Before you can question Na- 
ture successfully, you must have a shrewd suspicion what her 
answer will be. It is not true that the business of discovery 
begins with observation or experiment. The inquirer first 
forms a number of guesses, one after another, as possible ex- 
planations of the phenomena or solutions of the problem. 
Most of these are rejected as soon as formed, a little reflection 
and reasoning being sufficient to show their unfitness or in- 
adequacy to represent the facts, or to clear away the difficulty. 
A few others, which escape or withstand this preliminary ex- 
amination, are afterwards eliminated by the test of observa- 
tion or experiment, the final discovery being the confirmation 
of that hypothesis which passes triumphantly every ordeal to 
which it can be subjected. ‘The conditions of success in such 
an undertaking are quickness and ingenuity in framing hy- 
potheses, and the nice conduct of the reasoning powers by 
which truth is readily separated from error. It is not enough 
to inculcate the necessity of making observations; the tyro 
must learn what to observe, and how to observe, or his labor 
will be thrown away. 

The neglect of logical science was a consequence of the rise 
and spread of the Baconian philosophy, though it arose from 
a misconception of the teachings of its founder. The most 
valuable portion of the inductive method, as he expounds it, 
consists in the rules which it furnishes for the proper discipline 
of the intellectual faculties, and for removing the causes of 
error, before we come to the work of observation. “ Mere ex- 
perience,” says the Novum Organon, “ which is said to be 
accidental when it comes unsought, and is called experiment 
when it is the work of design, is only taking things out of 
their due order and connection, and thus rendering them use- 
less; it amounts only to groping in the dark, as when men try 
to find their way in the night-time by the feeling of surround- 
ing objects; a better and wiser course would be to wait for 
the dawn, or to light a candle, and thus to ascertain the right 
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direction.” But as Bacon first systematized the inductive 
process, which rises from particular observations to general 
laws, inquirers easily fell into the mistake of supposing that 
observation and the accumulation of facts are the sole means 
of discovery, and that any previous training of the intellect in 
dialectic exercises is needless or injurious. The Baconian 
was believed to controvert the Aristotelian logic, when, in 
truth, it only determines its domain, and confines it to its 
proper objects. Yet this mistake was continued by the teach- 
ings of Hobbes and Locke, and, in later times, by the Scotch 
metaphysicians, Reid, Stewart, and Campbell, who never 
speak of the syllogistic method except to sneer at it, and to 
deprecate its revival in the schools. 

The revival of the study of logic in our own day, so far as 
it did not originate in a reaction from the abuse of the induc- 
tive system, and in weariness at the undue multiplication of 
details, is attributable chiefly to the teachings of Bishop 
Copleston and Archbishop Whately. The former published 
little or nothing upon the subject, but he taught in the Uni- 
versity of Oxford with singular ability and success; and the 
latter, who was his pupil, gratefully and modestly gives him 
credit for rendering so much aid in the preparation of the 
treatise which passes under Whately’s name, that the merit 
of the work may be equally divided between them. And the 
merit in this case was great. Whately modernized the study 
of the science, not by stripping it of its technicalities, which 
are part and parcel of the subject, as much so as chemical no- 
menclature is of chemistry, but by drawing the illustrations 
and applications of the doctrines and rules from modern sub- 
jects, by adapting them to the present state of the sciences, 
and thus giving an air of novelty, grace, and immediate in- 
terest to what had previously appeared harsh, antiquated, and 
obscure. Sir William Hamilton, a most competent judge, 
and one by no means inclined to think favorably of Whate- 
ly’s merits, says that by the publication of Whately’s Ele- 
ments “a new life was suddenly communicated to the expir- 
ing study,” and that the decade of years in which it first 
appeared had “done more in Oxford for the cause of this 
science than the whole hundred and thirty years preceding.” 


33 * 











388 WILSON’S TREATISE ON LOGIC. [ Oct. 


Since that decade, the writings of Mr. Thompson, Mr. Mansel, 
Mr. De Morgan, and, above all, of Sir William Hamilton him- 
self, have nobly carried out the work which Copleston and 
Whately began, and raised the study of logic to a chief place 
in eminence and popularity among proper academic pursuits. 

The revival was not confined to England, but extended to 
the colleges in this country. ‘The study of Whately’s Ele- 
ments here almost immediately superseded that of Hedge’s 
Logic, a little compend which did not profess to give more 
than a few definitions of the most frequently recurring techni- 
calities of the science. ‘The subject now enters into the re- 
quired course in almost every college in the Union, and is 
beginning to be taught even in our academies and high 
schools. More gratifying still, the two publications first 
named at the head of this article afford proof that the atten- 
tion of American scholars and thinkers is now seriously direct- 
ed to the cultivation of logical science, and that some of them 
are abundantly able to enter into a generous rivalry with the 
labors of their English brethren in the same department. The 
tone which English and American writers now adopt in refer- 
ence to this branch of academic learning is no longer defen- 
sive and apologetic, as that of Whately was thirty years ago. 
They speak of its high claims as admitted by all who are 
competent to form an opinion of the relative importance of 
the diflerent departments of philosophy, and the comparative 
usefulness of the various exercises in which academic youth 
are engaged. 

Mr. ‘Tappan’s book, the second on our list, is but a republi- 
cation, with corrections and some enlargement, of his work 
which originally appeared twelve years ago. As the title- 
page imports, it is rather a treatise on metaphysics, or phi- 
losophy in general, than a specific compend of logical science. 
The preliminary matter occupies one third of the book, the 
remainder of which is devoted to a consideration of logic in 
the largest acceptation of that term, including the inductive 
as well as the deductive method, together with the doctrine of 
evidence, and what the author calls “ primordial logic,” or a 
brief summary of metaphysical notions and of the regulative 
principles which form the basis of all the sciences. ‘The Aris- 
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totelian logic, or what is usually called the science of dialec- 
tics, occupies but one of the four books which constitute Part 
IIL. of Mr. Tappan’s treatise, so that we have only the out- 
lines of the subject, treated with great conciseness. Brief as 
this summary is, it is drawn up with much clearness and 
method, and will be valuable to that class of pupils—a small 
one, it is trae — who do not need to have the dry bones of 
abstruse science covered with illustrations and other explana- 
tory matter, before they can engage in the study with interest 
and profit. 

Anable work on the freedom of the will, published by the 
same author some years ago, proves that his tastes are those 
of a metaphysician rather than a logician. An original think- 
er and a vigorous reasoner, his style, though correct and lucid, 
is too concise and dry to be well adapted to the purposes of 
learners. It was natural that he should understand logic in 
so wide a sense as to include the greater part of metaphysical 
science. But precision and a just regard for the measuring of 
words as determined by long-established usage require a nar- 
rower definition of logic. The sciences can be kept distinct 
from one another only by restricting them within the most 
limited signification of the names which they bear. Logic 
can be distinguished from psychology and metaphysics on the 
one hand, and from the philosophy of the inductive sciences 
on the other, only by adopting that definition which is indi- 
cated in the title of Mr. 'Thompson’s work, and calling it the 
science of the necessary laws of thought. \t does not concern 
what we think, but how we think; its business is not with the 
matter, but with the forms of thought, — with the modes in 
which our thoughts must be evolved when we think correctly, 
or with due reference to the necessary laws which regulate 
our mental processes when these are pure and unmixed, that 
is, when we have no reference to the objects about which 
they are concerned. It does not examine the correctness 
either of the premises or the conclusion, but only of the pro- 
cess by which we pass from the one to the other. It recog- 
nizes, therefore, only three faculties of mind ;— simple appre- 
hension, by which we form conceptions of the meaning of 
terms ; judgment, by which we unite these terms into proposi- 
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tions so as to affirm or deny; and the reasoning faculty (not 
the reason, but the power of inference), by which we deduce 
one proposition from another. The logician does not even 
undertake to analyze these three faculties of mind: that is the 
business of the psychologist. Neither does he examine the 
objects or ideas about which they are conversant: that is the 
office of the physicist, the observer, and the metaphysician, 
who prepare the data of knowledge, or the materials of the 
several sciences. “ Logic,’ says Lord Bacon, whose doctrine 
in this respect has been greatly misapprehended, —“ logic does 
not pretend to invent sciences, or the axioms of sciences, but 
passes it over with a cuique in sud arte credendum.” But the 
logician points out the laws of these several processes of 
thought, or the manner in which they must be performed 
when we think correctly. 

We doubt whether even the inductive method, though it is 
certainly a process of inference, can be rightfully included 
within the domain of logic. So far, indeed, as induction is 
simply the converse of deduction, — that is, so far as the in- 
duction is perfect, or comprehends a// the cases, — it is a 
logical process; for the conclusion to which it leads us is a 
necessary inference, so that the process by which it is obtained 
is ranked among the necessary laws of thought. But as the 
word is commonly understood, this is no induction at all, but 
only a summing up of the details of knowledge into one gen- 
eral statement. Induction, properly so called, is always in- 
complete; it infers that to be true of a whole class which it 
knows to be true only of certain individuals in that class. 
And this process, though it may often be legitimate, is always 
illogical ; for it is never a necessary inference. Even the ques- 
tion whether it be legitimate or not, can be determined only 
by reference to the subject-matter of the particular induction, 
and not by any general maxim deducible from the necessary 
laws of thought, and therefore applicable to all inductions, 
If I find, from three or four experiments, that as many diflerent 
masses of iron are fused at a given temperature, it is a legiti- 
mate induction to infer that all iron will melt at that heat. 
But when I have found that three or four neutral salts are 
soluble in water, I cannot infer that a// neutral salts are thus 
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soluble. Yet these two inferences are precisely alike in form; 
and as logic has concern only with the forms of thought, they 
are either both logical or both illogical. In fact, they are both 
illogical, and it is the nature of the subject-matter which ren- 
ders the one legitimate and the other illegitimate. 

Dr. Wilson’s work is elaborate and thorough, covering more 
ground even than Dr. Whately’s, and leaving nothing to be 
desired by those who wish to obtain a full knowledge of the 
subject. It is only in a modified sense that originality can be 
affirmed of a work on the elements of logic; just as any trea- 
tise on the elements of geometry must, in all its main features, 
be a reproduction of Euclid. But the book before us is much 
more than a compend of what others have written upon the 
same theme. The writer shows that he is fully acquainted 
with the literature of the subject, and has fairly digested to- 
gether the fruits of his reading and meditation, till the whole 
has assumed shape and order in the form most natural to his 
own mind, and best adapted to the wants of students. The 
work is exact and thorough, without being painfully minute 
or abstruse; and the illustrations are drawn from so wide a 
field of literature and general science, or appear so often as 
the fruit of ingenious original speculation, that they give an 
air of variety and animation even to the discussion of dry 
technicalities. Mainly designed as a text-book of instruction 
in schools and colleges, Dr. Wilson’s book is far superior to 
the compilations which are generally made for such a purpose, 
It is an independent and valuable contribution to the science 
of which it treats, and will be best appreciated by those who 
are already fully conversant with its details. 

Adopting that view of the nature and the province of logic 
which we have just explained, Dr. Wilson defines it as the 
science of deductive thinking, and thus postpones to the Sec- 
ond Part of his treatise the consideration of what is usually 
called Applied Logic, though it is here divided into several 
branches, which are denominated Logical Methods. It is in 
this portion of his work that a vein of original speculation 
most frequently appears ; and here also we may find cause to 
dissent from some of the author’s conclusions, though always 
recognizing the ability and fairness with which they are pre- 
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sented. Not having space for a detailed examination of the 
work, we can only give a few desultory comments on those 
portions of it which seem most to invite criticism. 

We think Dr. Wilson dismisses rather too summarily Sir 
William Hamilton’s doctrine of the thorough quantification of 
the predicate, the most extensive and important innovation in 
the theory of formal logic which has been proposed since the 
time of Aristotle. This hasty rejection of it seems to have 
arisen from overlooking Hamilton’s simple postulate, that 
logic requires us fo state explicitly whatever is thought implicit- 
ly,—a postulate which lies at the very foundation of the 
science. ‘Though the quantity of one of the terms is invari- 
ably omitted in the verbal statement, yet if it is always un- 
derstood in thought, we ought logically to take it into ac- 
count, however uncouth and unnatural the proposition may 
appear in its formal expression,—even though, as Dr. Wilson 
says, it may seem to be only “ got up for the purpose of see- 
ing what one can do.” ‘This is admitted in respect to the 
quantification of the subject. ‘Thus the proposition, indefinite 
in form, that 

Common salt is chloride of sodium, 
is admitted to be wniversal in fact; for in thought we distribute 
the subject, and understand the meaning to be 









All common salt is chloride of sodium. 






Is it not equally evident, that in this instance, and in all simi- 
lar ones, we also distribnte the predicate in thought, knowing 
the converse of the proposition to be true, or that all chloride 
of sodium is common salt? The complete /ogical expression, 
therefore, is, 








All common salt is al/ chloride of sodium ; 






for this is what every one understands the meaning of the 
original proposition to be. 

We cannot admit the foree of Dr. Wilson’s objection to 
this reasoning, that, “in forming the judgment, the sphere [ex- 
tension|* of the Predicate is not at all before the mind, or 










* Technicalities ought not to be multiplied in logic, where they are already so 
numerous as to obstruct the popularity and usefulness of the science. And we hold, 
also, that they ought not to be altered without urgent reason, inasmuch as readers 
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consciously in the thoughts”; but that, “ on the contrary, we 
use the predicate as a general term— with reference to its Es- 
sentia, and not its sphere.” In other words, he maintains that, 
in the proposition just cited, we think only of the character- 
istic qualities (the comprehension) of “ chloride of sodium ” 
when we aflirm its identity with common salt, and not of the 
number of individual parcels (the extension) included under 
the name. We maintain, on the contrary, that, in every case 
of a perfect or adequate definition, — that is, when the defini- 
tion is precisely applicable to the thing defined, and to nothing 
else, —we do think of the extension of the predicate ; we have 
it “consciously in the thoughts,” as otherwise we could not 
distinguish an adequate from an inadequate definition. ‘The 
proposition, 
Man is an animal, 
if considered as a definition, is an inadequate one, for the 
name “animal” includes many other creatures besides man, 
and therefore we think not how many others it includes, but 
think only of those attributes belonging to animal which be- 
long also to man. But the definition, 
Man is a reasoning biped, 

is recognized by us as adequate only because we perceive that 
every reasoning biped is a man. We cannot help thinking 
the predicate as distributed. 

Thus much for the quantification of the predicate in aflirm- 
ative propositions. That in negative propositions, also, the 
predicate is sometimes particular, is more dilflicult to be 


are thereby compelled to learn the nomenclature over again, besides having their 
old associations and recollections unpleasantly broken up. Dr. Wilson uses sphere 
to denote the number of individuals included under a common name ; and he ex- 
plains this comparatively novel term as synonymous with the familiar epithet com- 
prehension. He uses matter to signify the properties or attributes which are common 
to the individuals belonging to the species, and explains it as synonymous with in- 
tension. Now we believe the usage of all the old logical writers is to employ erten- 
sion to signify the number of individuals ranked together in a class, and comprehen- 
sion to stand for the attributes common to that class ; and hence the old axiom in 
logic, as Dr. Reid phrases it, that “the more extensive any general term is, it is the 
less comprehensive; and, on the contrary, the more comprehensive, the less extensive.” 
Dr. Whately, indeed, for etymological reasons, prefers that these two terms should 
change meanings with each other; but even he does not venture to make the inno- 
vation which he recommends. 
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proved, but is not less certain. The proposition that 
1. Oaks are not Maples 
is made with a tacit reference to another proposition, that 
2. Both Oaks and Maples are trees; 

otherwise, it would be as frivolous and unmeaning as to say 
that an oak is not a star, or not anything else with which it 
has not the remotest connection or affinity. But if the first 
proposition tacitly, or in thought, carries the second proposi- 
tion ale. g with it, then the logical postulate that we must 
state explicitly whatever is thought implicitly, requires us to 
put the first proposition in this form :— 

Oaks are not some trees, — that is, not Maples ; 
and this is a valid negative proposition with a particular 
predicate. 

Dr. Wilson attempts to refute this conclusion by a sort of 
mathematical reductio ad absurdum, which we consider to be 
unintentionally sophistical and unsound. Of course, an un- 
distributed term may have different meanings in two different 
propositions ;— “ some trees” may mean Oaks in one case, 
and Maples in another. But availing himself of the fact that 
the same expression is used in the two cases, Dr. Wilson says, 
Let “some trees”=P. Then, according to what has just been 
proved, 

Oaks are not P; 
but as they are confessedly one kind of trees, it follows that 
Oaks are P. 
Hence, as two things which are equal to the same thing are 
equal to each other, 
P = not P, 
which is a contradiction. But this absurdity is not confined 
to an undistributed predicate: it may be made to appear in 
the case of an undistributed subject. For instance, no one 
denies that these two propositions are valid : 
“ Some trees ” are Oaks, 
and 
“ Some trees ” are Maples. 
Hence, by virtue of the same axiom, Oaks are Maples, which 
is absurd. In truth, the absurdity in both cases arises from 
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the unrestricted application of mathematical processes to 
logical formulas, an illegitimate proceeding which Dr. Wilson 
himself elsewhere justly reprehends. He says, in his Preface : 
“ Units have no individual properties, — nothing to distinguish 
one from another. Much less have they any separable acci- 
dents.” “ But the words used in Logic,” he continues, “ repre- 
sent the conceptions that we form of objects of thought, 
which are not units merely, but individuals also, having each 
of them inseparable and peculiar properties of their own, 
upon which not only their adequate conception, but any use 
which we can make of that conception in the Formula, 
whether of mediate or of immediate deduction, depends.” 
The particular criticism here is good, but the manner in 
which it is applied to the censure of De Morgan’s whole work 
seems to us too sweeping. ‘The accomplished Professor of 
Mathematics in University College has been sometimes be- 
trayed into the error which all practised mathematicians are 
apt to commit, of importing into the province of contingent 
matter, or probable reasoning, the habits of thought which 
they have formed by their familiarity with necessary matter, 
or demonstrative reasoning. But this error is far from being 
universal, or from vitiating his whole work, which seems to 
us to contain a greater number of acute and original remarks 
upon the theory of formal logic, and even of positive addi- 
tions to that theory, than the publications of any other Eng- 
lish writer during the present century, Sir William Hamilton 
alone excepted. The criticism is not even directly applicable 
to his doctrine of “ the numerically definite syllogism,” which 
is the capital feature of his work. This is a curious addition 
to the theory of logic, having no practical utility, it is true, 
and being of interest chiefly to mathematicians, for, without 
some previous mathematical training, it is hardly intelligible ; 
and yet it is strictly legitimate and valid, and a knowledge of it 
will amply repay the trouble required for mastering its details. 
We must object, however, to Professor De Morgan’s style, 
which has at times an intolerable air of smartness and self- 
sufliciency, especially when he is treating of subjects which 
he either knows nothing about, or in relation to which he has 
been irritated by controversy. Very likely he mistakes this 
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smartness for wit; but it is a blunder which will never be 
shared by his readers. We will quote but one instance. He 
has quarrelled with metaphysics, simply because he has been 
sharply attacked by the most eminent metaphysician of his 
day, Sir William Hamilton. He remarks (Formal Logie, p. 
27), that “there are no writers who give us so much must 
with so little why as the metaphysicians.” And he goes on 
to express a formal doubt respecting the uniformity of process 
in different minds, grounded on the analogy, that, if persons 
who had seen only the outside of a timepiece were to invent 
machines to answer its purpose, they might accomplish the 
object in several different ways, as by a weight or a spring, 
and by various forms of escapement. “ Are we sure,” he 
asks, “that there are not diflerences in our minds, such as the 
preceding instance may suggest by analogy; if so, how are 
we sure?” He adds, however, with mock candor, — 

“I would not dissuade a student from metaphysical inquiry; on the 
contrary, I would rather endeavor to promote the desire of entering 
upon such subjects: but I would warn him, when he tries to look down 
his own throat with a candle in his hand, to take care that he does not 
set his head on Sire” 

For a multitude of similar instances, see the whole chapter 
on Fallacies, which in other respects is excellent. 

But to return to Dr. Wilson. In discussing the relation of 
cause and effect, we are told by him, that “ whatever we know 
by its own properties directly we always know and conceive 
of as effect; and the mind of necessity refers to something 
else as the ground and cause of its being.” ‘The Italics here 
are our own. We cannot accept the definition, or admit the 
existence of any such law of thought as it implies. Mere 
aggregations of inorganic matter, as it seems to us, are not ne- 
cessarily recognized as effects; there are no physical or meta- 
physical reasons, but only theological ones, for rejecting the 
doctrine of the atheist, that, so far as we know, they may 
have existed for ever. A mere stone, a shapeless clod, seems 
to embrace within itself all the conditions of its own exist- 
ence. As it continues to be, seemingly without requiring any 
exertion of power to keep it in being, so it may have exist- 
ed through an indefinite period, or without any beginning. 
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There is no law of thought, not even any bias of mind, which 
requires us to assign to it an absolute commencement, or a 
cause of being exterior to itself. Though we earnestly repu- 
diate the doctrine maintained by some, that the Deity was 
only the Architect of the universe, and not, in the strict sense 
of the word, its Creator, we reject it only on theological 
grounds; philosophical reasons for or against it we cannot 
find. Certainly no imperative law of thought compels us to 
recognize the stone as an effect. 

The true law of causation is, that every event must have a 
cause. If the stone began to be, if time was when it was not, 
then we must assign a cause, not of its existence, but of its 
beginning of existence. Still further, if any change, even 
the slightest, takes place in it or in its position, the mind of 
necessity refers such change to an adequate cause. The child 
or the savage, just as positively as the educated and reflecting 
man, demands a cause for every phenomenon which begins 
within the sphere of his observation, or to which, on adequate 
evidence, he assigns a beginning. But he does not demand a 
rause of being for shapeless and unchanging matter, and the 
question whether it be an eflect or not, never occurs to him. 
If his attention is excited by some strange sound of unknown 
origin, and you affirm that nothing caused it, he will not be- 
lieve you. But attempt to teach him either doctrine respect- 
ing the existence of mere brute matter, — that it was cre- 
ated, or that it has existed for ever,—and if he can be made 
to understand the question, which is doubtful, he will adopt 
either belief with indifference. 

“ Realities, or things real,” says Dr. Wilson, “have also 
been distinguished into two classes: the Realities of Being 
and the Realities of Truth. Mind, and all the forms of ma- 
terial existence, are” ranked under the former head ; “ certain 
objects of thought, as time, space, the point, the line, &c., and 
the first axioms of all knowledge,” are put in the latter class. 
The reason assigned for placing them there is, that they 
“have no substantial existence, and from their very nature 
they can have none.” It is said, also, that they are not “ con- 
sidered as merely the properties of any substance, whether 


material or immaterial”; but “justice, virtue, Xc.” are not 
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ranked in this class, because they “ exist only as properties of 
some intelligent being.” 

Here seems to be some confusion of thought, and we do 
not know whether to ascribe it to Dr. Wilson, or to some 
other author from whom his language seems to imply that he 
has cited it. But at any rate, it is his by adoption. In the 
first place, time and space are not properly classed with lines, 
surfaces, and other abstractions of the mathematicians; for 
time and space are real and independent existences. They 
are not, indeed, “ substantial existences,” if “substantial” here 
means “ material.” But their existence is independent and 
necessary, inasmuch as we not only conceive of their separate 
existence, but we believe it, and cannot help believing it. 
The reality of pure space, extending without limitation be- 
yond the bounds of our existing universe, is as clear a belief 
as any that can be present to the mind; it is even a necessary 
belief, which that in the reality of the universe is not, for I 
can conceive of the non-existence of matter, but [ cannot con- 
ceive of the non-existence of space. And so of time. On 
the other hand, lines, surfaces, and angles are mere abstrac- 
tions, which we can indeed conceive separately, but which 
we cannot conceive as existing separately, their independent 
existence wholly transcending the power of thought, Exist- 
ence cannot be affirmed of them, but only of the bodies, or of 
the pure space, to which they belong. 

Accordingly, we should rank time and space, along with 
minds and bodies, as realities of being. Lines, angles, &e. 
should be classed with justice, virtue, and the like, as abstrac- 
tions, or, if such phraseology be preferred, as realities of truth; 
while the axioms of knowledge certainly should not be ranked 
under either of these heads, but should form a third class. 
These are not realities of either sort, but they are truths; they 
are not conceptions, but judgments. 

The distinction here adopted by Dr. Wilson seems to coin- 
cide very nearly with that proposed by Hume, but to be less 
definite, and to be expressed in language far more ambiguous. 
Hume divides all things knowable into two classes, re/ations 
of ideas and matters of fact; all abstractions come under the 
former denomination, all actually existing objects and all 
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events, under the latter. This distinction is at once precise 
and unambiguous, while a volume would be needed to ex- 
pose all the ambiguities which lurk under the terms rea/, ac- 
tual, reality, &c. Reality can be aflirmed of a tree, a govern- 
ment, a virtue, or an angle, but of each in a different sense ; 
and the confusion surely will not be cleared up by trying to 
reduce all the different kinds of reality to two. 

It is only in the Preface, and in a brief introduction to his 
work, that our author enters into any discussion of the nature 
of logic, of the limitations of its province, and of the com- 
mon objections to the study of it which are founded upon 
misconceptions of these two points. .Because these objec- 
tions and misconceptions are so common, and are sanctioned 
by so high authority as that of Locke, Reid, Stewart, and 
John 8S. Mill, we should have been glad to see them consid- 
ered at greater length; for science cannot advance, nor can 
the portion of it which is already determined be successfully 
taught, unless its objects are defined with the utmost pre- 
cision, so that it can be relieved from the unjust reproach of 
failing to accomplish what it never even professed to perform. 
Having already touched upon this portion of the subject, we 
cannot resume it at length; but there is one objection, more 
frequently and pressingly urged than any other, which mer- 
its some comment. 

“Tt must be granted,” says Mr. Mill, “that in every syllo- 
gism, considered as an argument to prove the conclusion, there 
is a petitio principii.” For, he argues, we cannot syllogisti- 
eally prove that the Duke of Wellington is mortal, except by 
previously assuming that a// men (the Duke of Wellington 
himself included) are mortal; and having assumed thus 
much in the major premise, the conclusion is no proper in- 
ference, no affirmation of a new truth, but only a repetition 
of what we have just taken for granted. Hence, it is argued, 
“no reasoning from generals to particulars can, as such, 
prove anything; since from a general principle you cannot 
infer any particulars, but those which the principle itself as- 
sumes as foreknown.” 

De Morgan answers this sophistry by saying: “ Inference 
does not give us more than there was before; but it may 
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make us see more than we sav before.’ And again: “ It is 
not that the consequence follows from the premises, but that 
our perception of the consequence follows our perception of 
the premises,” which makes the reasoning valid and useful. 
Thus, the whole science of geometry, which contains so many 
and so recondite truths, that very few even of the professed 
mathematicians are acquainted with all of them, is certainly 
contained in, that is, is necessarily deducible from a very few 
axioms and definitions, which are so simple and obvious, that 
the learner often smiles contemptuously when he first hears 
them announced. De Morgan adds: “ Persons not spoiled 
by sophistry will smile when they are told, that, knowing fio 
straight lines cannot enclose a space, the whole is greater than 
its part, &e., they as good as knew that the three intersections 
of opposite sides of a hexagon inscribed in a@ circle must be in 
the same straight line. Many of my readers will learn this 
now for the first time”; and, he continues, with his custom- 
ary insufferable air of smartness and triumph: “ It will com- 
fort them much to be assured, on many high authorities, that 
they virtually knew it ever since their childhood. They can 
now ponder upon the distinction, as to the state of their own 
minds, between virtual knowledge and absolute ignorance.” 
But we go much further. It is not true that the particular 
truth is always aflirmed, or recognized by the mind, before 
the general truth is admitted. In most cases, no doubt, the 
general maxim is the result of our previous examination of 
all the particulars; we aflirm of a//, because we have already 
satisfied ourselves of each. In these cases, the general trath 
is obtained by induction. But sometimes this process is re- 
versed ; the universal maxim is sometimes obtained, not by 
induction, but by general considerations, or @ priori reason- 
ing. ‘Then, we may save ourselves the trouble of examining 


the particular case, and at once affirm the particular as a 
(logical) consequence of the universal truth. It is not by 
induction, by actually measuring a// triangles, that the math- 
ematician becomes convinced that “the three angles of any 
triangle are equal to two right-angles.” But having pre- 
viously established this general truth by demonstrative reason- 
ing, he immediately aflirms it of any particular triangle which 
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he may be considering, though he has not measured it, and 
though, by the nature of the case, — that is, by the inaccessi- 
bility of the angles, — it is impossible that it should be meas- 
ured. The astronomer erects a triangle having for its basis 
the diameter of the earth’s orbit, and for its apex the position 
of the nearest fixed star; and having actually measured the two 
angles at the basis of this immense figure, he immediately 
deduces from the general proposition just mentioned the size 
of the angle at the apex, and the distance of that apex from 
the earth, two quantities which it is evidently impossible to 
measure directly. So, also, the skilful mathematician de- 
monstrates the impossibility of squaring the circle, and then 
immediately rejects any pretended solution of the problem 
which is offered to him, without needing to examine and 
confute the fallacious reasoning adduced in its support. 
The utility of the study of logic, considered as a branch of 
academic discipline, seems to us to depend on the fact, that 
it fastens the learner’s attention closely upon the main points 
of the argument, or the logical train of thought, in every- 
thing which he reads or hears, and teaches him to subject this 
te a rigid process of analysis, which lays bare any sophistry 
that it may contain. He is thus led to neglect, or to rate at 
their proper value, the verbiage, the irrelevant matter, the 
unnecessary amplification, the appeals to the passions, and 
all the other arts of the sophist and tricks of the rhetorician 
and blunders of the sciolist. He thus has a divining-rod 
put into his hands, which saves him from the risk of digging 
where no water is to be found. Logic does not directly teach 
us how to reason well; it is only a generalization of the forms 
and a specification of the laws under which all good reason- 
ing must exist. But indirectly this science is of the highest 
utility as an art; the habit acquired by the frequent practice 
of logical analysis and the constant application of logical 
rules is invaluable in all study and investigation. We do 
not deny that some persons reason well who have never ac- 
quired this habit, just as they often write well though they 
may never in their lives have opened a book on grammar. 
But as a general rule, the elements of a correct style are not 


g 
given by inspiration, nor are long trains of consequences de- 
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duced with precision and accuracy from a few premises, by 
intuition. Reasoning is not, as some worthy persons seem 
to imagine, merely a weapon of disputation, whose sole or 
chief use is in controversy. It is the only organon for the 
discovery of all truth which lies beyond the narrow precincts 
of direct observation and experiment; and even observation 
and experiment, as we have already shown, cannot be prac- 
tised to any good purpose, or made the basis of anything 
except the shallowest empiricism, unless they are forearmed 
and guided by sagacious anticipations and correct logic. ‘The 
study is not without its effects upon the style of those who 
are proficients in it. By fastening attention upon the matter 
rather than the manner, upon the evolution of thought rather 
than the display of words, it leads to the formation of a com- 
pact, nervous, and pointed style, which is the very opposite 
of the shallow difluseness, the rambling and ill-jointed rhet- 
oric, which is now so much in vogue. Far the most forcible 
and concise writers of the present day in Great Britain are 
Dr. Whately, Sir William Hamilton, and Professor De Mor- 
gan, all of whom are best known, in this country at least, by 
their contributions to logic. We are happy to add, that the 
style both of Mr. Tappan and Dr. Wilson is marked by the 
same characteristics. 





Art. VI.— Works of Bensamin Franxuin. Edited by Jaren 
Sparks. In Ten Volumes. A New Edition. Boston: 
Whittemore, Niles, and Hall. 1856. S8vo. 


Sixry-srx years have elapsed since the mortal remains 
of Benjamin Franklin were placed beneath a tablet in the 
Friends’ Cemetery in Philadelphia; the granite obelisk which 
marks the last resting-place of his parents is a familiar object 
to all who walk the streets of his native city; but these 
graves, thus humbly designated, were, until a few days since, 
the only visible monuments of a name as illustrious as it is 
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endeared. His fame, however, had become so thoroughly 
identified with American institutions and life, that an artistic 
memorial is far more important as a tribute of gratitude and 
reverence, than as a method of keeping his example before our 
minds or his image in our hearts. Yet it is, on all accounts, 
a subject of congratulation, that at length we have, in the 
city of Franklin’s birth, and from the hands of one of her own 
sons, a statue of the patriot and philosopher worthy of the 
man and the place. We embrace the moment when his 
story is revived to the popular mind, and his services to hu- 
manity are recognized anew,— and when the admirable col- 
lection of his writings, for which we are indebted to Mr. 
Sparks, has just appeared in a fresh and improved edition, — 
to recall some of his prominent characteristics and his perma- 
nent claims to love and honor. 

The pervading trait of Franklin’s character was allegiance 
to the Practical. Few devotees of knowledge have so con- 
sistently manifested this instinct, the more remarkable be- 
vause united to speculative tendencies which quickened his 
intelligence and occupied his leisure to the very close of his 
existence. For the intangible aims of the metaphysician, the 
vagaries of the imaginative, the “ airy bubble — reputation,” 
he exhibited no concern; but the application of truth to the 
facts of nature and of life,—the discovery of material laws 
and their conversion to human welfare,— the actual influence 
of morals, economy, politics, and education upon civil society 
and individual deportment,— were problems upon which he 
never failed to think, read, talk, write, and experiment. <A 
striking evidence of this was his youthful disdain of the Muses 
(although he wrote quite a respectable ballad at the age of 


twelve), because “ verse-makers generally make beggars ”; as 
also his preference in maturity for that circle abroad where 
the “understanding ” found such exclusive recognition and 
utterance. “I believe Scotland,’ he wrote to Lord Kames, 
“would be the country I should choose to spend my days in.” 
The history of the man is, therefore, that of some of the 
most pregnant of great external interests; and his entire de- 
votion to them, to the exclusion of more ideal, vague, and 
purely intellectual subjects, arose chiefly from his peculiar 
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mental organization, and also, in no small degree, from the 
transition period in government, society, and popular intelli- 
gence during which he lived. Accordingly, he was so indif- 
ferent to literary fame, that the indefatigable editor of his 
works informs us that some of his most characteristic writ- 
ings were never intended for the press, very few were pub- 
lished under his own supervision, and nearly all came forth 
anonymously. His object, like Swift’s, was immediate effect. 
In youth he studied the art of perspicuous expression in order 
to act with facility upon the minds of others; but it was in 
order to disseminate useful knowledge, to enlarge the boun- 
daries of science, to advocate political reform, and to direct into 
expedient channels the enterprise, speculation, and party zeal 
of his day, rather than to build for himself a monument in the 
library or a shrine in household lore. What he achieved as a 
writer was incidental, not premeditated ; for he valued the pen 
as he did time, money, and experience, for its direct tendency 
to diffuse knowledge, comfort, utility, and settled principles of 
inference and action. 'The most deliberate of his writings, 
that is, the one which seems inspired least by a definite pur- 
pose and most by the anticipated pleasure of the undertaking, 
is his famous autobiography, and even in this it is evident 
that the luxury of reminiscence was in abeyance to the de- 
sire of imparting, especially to the young, the benefit of 
his own experience. For many years, indeed, the pen of 
Franklin was too variously employed, and dedicated too con- 
stantly to the advancement of immediate national interests, 
to admit of any well-considered, elaborate, and finished work. 
What his written and spoken word, however, thus lost in 
permanent value, it gained in vigor and in direct utility. If 
we glance at the subjects and occasions of his tracts, letters, re- 
ports, paragraphs, and essays, we shall find that they embrace 
the whole circle of questions important to his country and his 
age, — morals, the economy of life, commerce, finance, his- 
tory, and politics. We find in them the germs of ideas now 
triumphant, of principles — through his advocacy in no small 
degree —since embodied in action and brought to grand prac- 
tical results. A parable wins men to toleration; a maxim 
guides them to frugality; a comprehensive argument initiates 
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the plan of that federal union which has proved the key-stone 
of our national prosperity ; the farmer or the mariner, consult- 
ing Poor Richard’s Almanac to learn the fluctuation of weath- 
er or tide, finds, besides mere chronicles of nature’s mysteries, 
advice which puts him unconsciously on the track of provident 
habits, temperance, and contentment; the patriot in the field 
is cheered by the wisdom of the sage in counsel; the ship- 
wright, the horticulturist, the printer, the lowly aspirant for 
self-improvement, as well as the statesman and the philoso- 
pher, draw wisdom and encouragement from his “ words 
spoken in season”; in the prudent household his name is 
associated with the invaluable heating-apparatus that saves 
the fuel and increases the genial warmth of the evening 
fireside; in the disconsolate council of war his foreign di- 
plomacy and judicious hints warm the heart of valor with 
the prescience of success ; in the land of his country’s enemies 
his clear statement of grievances and his intrepid reproof of 
injustice conciliate the nobler spirits there, and vindicate the 
leaders at home; the encroachments of savage tribes are 
checked, the policy of colonial rule softened, the comforts 
of domestic life enhanced, the resources of the mind elicited, 
and, in a word, the basis of national prosperity laid on the 
eternal foundation of popular enlightenment, self-reliance, 
and foresight, by the oracles of the American philosopher 
thus casually uttered and incidentally promulgated. 

But while official duty and patriotism gave Franklin oc- 
casion to propagate and actualize so many useful and requi- 
site principles, — to become the thinker and advocate, — the 
incarnated common-sense of his country and his time, — there 
was another sphere of mental activity, another range of saga- 
cious enterprise, in which he expatiated with kindred success. 
This was the domain of science. When he was not required 
to apply reflection to conduct, and to deal with great crises 
in the political world, he turned with alacrity to that of nat- 
ural philosophy. This was his congenial element. “ I have 
got my niche,” he writes exultingly, “after having been kept 
out of it for twenty-four years by foreign appointments.” 
He was, by instinct, a philosopher,— one whom Bacon would 
have hailed as a disciple, and to whom Sir Kenelm Digby 
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would have delighted to unfold the merits of the “sympa- 
thetic powder,” Sir Thomas Browne to lament “ vulgar er- 
rors,” and Bishop Berkeley to explain the laws of optics and 
the merits of tar-water. Lord Brougham expresses the con- 
viction, that he would have promulgated the inductive philos- 
ophy had not Bacon anticipated him. 

At the commencement of the seventeenth century the pro- 
vincial town built upon three hills on the coast of Massachu- 
setts was an excellent place for the education of circum- 
stances. Among its inhabitants were the most enlightened 
of the English emigrants, who brought with them the indus- 
trious habits, the domestic discipline, the taste for reading, 
and the love of thrift and enterprise, which induce and sustain 
commercial prosperity and municipal order. Questions of 
church and state, the conservatism of an old and the innova- 
tions of a new country, — the meeting-house, the newspaper, 
the fireside, and the school-room,— were their elements of civil- 
ization. ‘The arts of luxury, the venerable in architecture, and 
the beautiful in decoration, had not yet superseded more strin- 
gent provisions for utility and comfort. The back settlements 
of the continent were exposed to savage invasion. ‘The moth- 
er country, with her rich historical associations, her time-hal- 
lowed precedents, her glorious trophies of literature, her royal 
prerogatives, and her ancestrai graves, was to the colonists the 
grand and mellow perspective of life, to which their New Eng- 
land dwellings on those bleak hill-sides and beside that rock- 
bound bay were the rude foreground, where they were to 
realize great principles of religion and government, achieve in- 
dividual prosperity, and eventually battle manfully for freedom 
and truth. Meanwhile honest subsistence, religious zeal, and 
the cause of education, employed their energies. Months of 
dreary winter, when roofs were white with snow and the har- 
bor a sheet of ice, alternated with a brief season of heat, more 
than tempered by a keen breeze from the east; so that only 
their hardy maize and tough grass yielded reliable crops. Or- 
chards were their only vineyards, a good sermon their most 
available entertainment, and fast and thanksgiving days their 
festivals. ‘The great event of the month was an arrival from 
England, — usually a weather-beaten craft, often ten weeks on 
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the voyage; and her epitome of London news, the colonial 
agent she brought, the original copies of Pope’s verses, Ad- 
dison’s essay, or De Foe’s novel, the new fashion for the 
“gude dame” and her daughters, and the watch or shoe- 
buckles for her husband, made themes for the street and the 
hearthstone for many days. ‘The isolation of such a commu- 
nity, the fact that non-conformity had driven their fathers 
thither, the providence and frugality incident to the climate, 
the demand for foresight and self-denial, the force of public 
opinion, the distinction yielded to character, the comparative 
dearth of temptation, and the rigorous observance of family, 
church, and municipal discipline, though unfavorable to the 
more graceful and tender, moulded the sterner elements of 
humanity into an unusual rectitude of purpose. For the ex- 
panded intellect and free aspirations of youth there might be 
too much of the Puritan inflexibility and narrowness in such 
an environment; but as a means of acquiring the habit of self- 
dependence and self-control — the vestibule of more enlarged 
and spontaneous development — we cannot but recognize its 
inestimable value. 

The early circumstances, physical and moral, of men who 
leave distinct and permanent influences behind them, are more 
significant than we imagine. It was no accidental coinci- 
dence that reared the most fervent of false prophets in the 
arid vales of Arabia, the greatest of religious reformers among 
the cold heights of Germany, or the most fanatical of usurp- 
ers beside the monotonous fens of Huntingdon. How inti- 
mate was the connection of the civil strife in Tuscany with 
the shadowy and sharp features of Dante’s Muse, of the 
sunny lassitude of Southern Italy and France with the amor- 
ous melody of Petrarch’s numbers, of the fiery passions and 
stern hardihood of Corsican life with the indomitable will of 
Napoleon! And who that knows New England, even as 
modified by a foreign population, by the facilities of modern 
intercourse and the liberality of an advanced civilization, 
does not recognize in the sagacity, prudence, hardihood, love 
of knowledge, industry, and practical consistency and wis- 
dom of Franklin, the vigorous training of that Spartan moth- 
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er,—the self-reliant discipline of that hard soil and rigid 
climate ? 

If the prime of Franklin’s life was the critical era of our 
national fortunes, it was no less a period of literary and polit- 
ical transition in Great Britain. It was the epoch when His- 
tory assumed a more philosophical development under the 
thoughtful pen of Hume, when sentiment and humor grew 
bold and vagrant in expression through Sterne, when the 
greatest orator of the age recorded its events in the Annual 
Register, when humane letters rose in public esteem by virtue 
of Goldsmith’s graceful style, when Garrick made the stage 
illustrious, when Methodism began its work, when the seer of 
Stockholm proclaimed spiritual science, and the bard of Olney 
sang the pleasures of rural and domestic life. Yet how di- 
verse from them all was the renown their American contem- 
porary won, and the method of its acquisition! It is the clear 
vista to a humble origin and the gradual rise from the con- 
dition of a poor mechanic to that of a statesman and philos- 
opher, opened by Franklin in his artless memoir of himself, 
which gives at once individuality and universality to his fame. 
Who can estimate the vast encouragement derived by the 
lowliest seeker for knowledge and social elevation from such 
a minute chart of life, frankly revealing every stage of poverty, 
scepticism, obscure toil, dissipation, on the one side, and, on the 
other, of manly resolution, indefatigable industry, frugal self- 
denial, patient study, honest and intelligent conviction, by 
means of which the fugitive printer’s boy, with no library but 
an odd volume of the Spectator, an Essay of De Foe’s, trans- 
lations of Plutarch and Xenophon, the treatises of Shaftes- 
bury and Locke, an English Grammar, and the “ Pilgrim’s 
Progress,” trained himself to observe, to write, and to think, 
while earning often a precarious subsistence in Philadelphia 
and London by type-setting and pen-work? The play-house 
alternating with the club made up of vagabonds and steady 
fellows, equally “lovers of reading,” a swimming-match and 
experiments in diet, conversation with “ ingenious acquaint- 
ances,” hard work, constant observation, and the habit of 
“improving by experience,” exhibit the youth as he develops 
into the man, who, with remorse for the “ errata” in his life, 
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goes on to reveal the process — available to all with self-con- 
trol and understanding — whereby from a printer he became 
a shop-keeper, then a journalist, and subsequently launched 
upon an unprecedented career of public usefulness and honor. 

The example of Franklin is invaluable as a triumph of self- 
culture. His name was not only an honorable passport among 
the learned, but an endeared watchword to the humble. The 
lowliest laborer of the undistinguished multitude claims a part 
in his fame, as well as the great discoverer or the regal patron. 
Never dawned a self-reliant character more opportunely on 
the world; at home, illustrating to a new country what perse- 
verance, honesty, observation, and wisdom can effect with the 
most limited resources; abroad, proving to an ancient régime 
how independent a genuine man may be of courts, academies, 
and luxury;—both the most requisite lessons for which hu- 
manity thirsted, and both enforced with an attractive candor, 
a gracious consistency, a modest resolution, which no argu- 
ment could attain and no rhetoric enhance. 

Let us glance at the variety of subjects identified with hu- 
man welfare and apart from political interests, which, from 
first to last, employed his mind, and elicited either sagacious 
conjectures or positive suggestions;— the causes of earth- 
quakes and the art of printing, the circulation of the blood 
and the cultivation of grasses, theories of light and the treat- 
ment of fevers, the manufacture of salt by evaporation and 
the arrangement of musical glasses, a remedy for smoky chim- 
neys and the tendency of rivers to the sea, husbandry and 
fireplaces, magnetism and water-spouts, the effect of oil on 
water, meteorology, the aurora borealis, toads, balloons, ther- 
mometers, and ventilation. He searches out the mossy inscrip- 
tions on the gravestones of his ancestors in Northamptonshire, 
and acquires proficiency in a foreign language after sixty. He 
is one of a commission to examine the claims of Mesmer’s 
theory in France, and to protect St. Paul’s from lightning in 
London. He could not watch a shooting star, glance at a 
metallic crystal, behold the flush of sunset clouds or the hectic 
on an invalid’s cheek, feel the impulse of the tide or the greeting 
of the wind, examine a proposed law of state or a vegetable 
product of the earth, hear a beetle hum or feel a quivering 
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pulse, gaze on a petrifaction or a type, converse with a stranger 
or meet a committee, draft a plan or look at a machine, with- 
out feeling the plea of causality, striving to trace the origin of 
effects, and to infer a law applicable to the wants of his race, 
or the elucidation of truth. No experiment was too insignifi- 
cant for his philosophy, no task too humble for his patriotism. 
Open his correspondence at random: here you find precau- 
tionary hints for a voyage, there a sketch of an English school; 
now observations on maize, and again remarks on paper cur- 
rency ; to-day he draws up a plan of union for the Colonies, 
to-morrow a dialogue with the Gout; at one time he invents 
a letter from China, and at another counsels the settler be- 
yond the Alleghanies. Commerce one moment and a jeu 
desprit the next, advice to a Yankee tradesman and a baga- 
telle for a Parisian lady, seem equally congenial themes; a 
state paper and a proverb, allegory and statistics, the way to 
save money and the way to form a government, an article for 
the * Busy Body,” a fable for the Almanac, and an epitaph for 
himself, — health, finance, natural history, the story of “ The 
Whistle,” —a theory of water-spouts, and “ Cool Thoughts on 
Public Affairs,’ — alternately occupy his pen; and to deter- 
mine how many valuable precedents were established, what 
useful principles were realized, and what impulse was given to 
individual minds and to social progress by his enlightened 
activity, were as hopeless a task as to define the respective 
influence of the elements in fructification. He benignly and 
opportunely scattered the seeds of popular knowledge and of 
experimental science; they took root in the virgin soil of a 
new civilization; and the tiller of the earth, the reader of the 
newspaper, the frugal housewife, the public-spirited citizen, 
the aspiring mechanic, the honest tradesman, the legislator, 
the man of science, the worker, thinker, companion, writer, 
the baflled and the novice, the adventurous and the truth- 
seeking of America, caught gleams of wisdom, warnings of 
prudence, perceptions of law, moral and physical, from Frank- 
lin, which gave them a clew to prosperity and a motive to 
culture. 

As with all resolute intelligences thus spontaneously breast- 
ing the vast ocean of truth, vigilant for discovery and intent 
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upon deduction, his earnest confidence and patient search were 
rewarded by a signal triumph. Philosophy, thus loyally wooed, 
smiled upon her votary; and Nature, ever indulgent to the 
heart that loves her, whether with scientific insight or poetic 
enthusiasm, opened her arcana to his vision. The history of 
Franklin’s electrical experiments and discoveries is one of 
the most attractive, beautiful, and pregnant episodes in mod- 
ern science. ‘The grand simplicity of his theory, the familiar 
apparatus by which it was tested, the accuracy of his fore- 
sight, and the unpretending spirit with which he received the 
fame incident to so great a result, form together one of those 
memorable instances of the conquest of mind over matter, of 
human intelligence over the secret facts of nature, which add 
the cognizance of new laws to the domain of knowledge, and 
brighter names to the catalogue of her immortal disciples. 
However temporary in their prestige, or limited in their abso- 
lute use, may be the other fruits of his studies, Electricity is 
identified with Franklin. It is the common destiny of scien- 
tific discoverers to be forgotten in the very progress they 
initiate ; the pioneer is superseded in his march by the ad- 
vanced guard, and what is a brilliant novelty to-day becomes 
a familiar truth to-morrow. The modern chemist forgets the 
alchemist who, amid his illusive researches, brought to light 
some of the very principles that subserve later and more use- 
ful inquiries. The astronomer, as he sees through a telescope 
undreamed of by the Chaldeans a new planet wheel into the 
field of vision, bestows no thought upon the isolated and 
self-denying astrologer, who, in the fanciful task of casting 
nativities, systematized the first rude alphabet of the stars, 
which modern science has elaborated into that “poetry of 
heaven” 
navigated without perplexity. But it is otherwise with the 
initiation of an absolutely new branch of knowledge. When 
Franklin drew down the lightning and identified it with elee- 
tricity, he for ever allied his name to a subtile element, whose 
every subsequent revelation is associated with the kite and 
key, the thunder and the conductor, the benign image and 
endeared name of the Boston printer, the Philadelphia sage, 
and the American patriot. The vista his experiments opened 
35 * 
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has never ceased to lead farther and deeper into the undis- 
covered mysteries of the universe; and at this moment the 
element of natural science most prophetic of new wonders 
and subtile uses is electricity. The phenomena of conscious- 
ness and nervous sympathy point more and more to an 
intimate relation between the electric fluid and the vital prin- 
ciple. ‘The most inscrutable of material forces, it appears to 
be the direct medium of sensation, emotion, and all the 
modes of interaction between material existences and the em- 
bodied human soul. As the most intense agent for decom- 
posing the latent aflinities of matter, and generating forces 
of locomotion and intercourse, its wonders are but foreshad- 
owed in the electric telegraph, the application of magnetism 
as a motive power, and its use as a curative agent and a dis- 
integrating element. And it is worthy of remark, that the 
magnetic expression of the human countenance, especially of 
the eye, and the affinities of the individual temperament, are 
graduated by the moral as well as the physical condition, and 
are capable of apparent extinction through grossly material 
habits and perverted natural instincts, — facts which seem to 
confirm the near relation of the electric principle with life, 
emotion, and spiritual development as exhibited in organic 
forms. 'The prevalence of this unseen but ever-vital principle 
in nature, in the amber of the torrent’s bed and the fur of the 
domestic animal, in the cireumambient air, in our own con- 
sciousness of attraction and repulsion, of cheerfulness and de- 
pression, in the healthy and the morbid experiences of human- 
ity, would seem clearly to indicate that the sphere whose 
latent significance was first revealed by Franklin is limitless 
in its resources of power, use, and beauty. 

Franklin’s varied aptitudes, offices, inquiries, and discov- 
eries secured for him a sphere of acquaintance and friendship 
embracing the widest range of human character, vocation, and 
renown. Among his early intimates were three colonial Goy- 
ernors; Godfrey, the inventor of the quadrant; and Ralph, a 
writer of history and verse. He took counsel on national 
affairs with Washington, the revolutionary leaders, and the 
framers of the Constitution; confronted the inimical scrutiny 
of the British ministry and Parliament; was the messenger 
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to Lord Howe, after a foreign army had encamped on our 
shores ; conferred with Gates, Schuyler, Adams, Hancock, 
Jay, Hopkinson, Morris, Jefferson, Livingston, and Quincy ; 
corresponded or conversed with Colden and Bartram on nat- 
ural history, with Priestley and Sir Joseph Banks on scientific 
questions, with Hume on mental philosophy, on a large 
diversity of subjects with Paine and Cobbet; was in intimate 
intercourse with Lafayette and the Count de Vergennes, Foy 
and Mazzei, Whitefield and the Duke of Orleans, Lord 
Kames, the Abbé Morellet, and Dr. Stiles, Madame Brillon 
and Dr. Robertson, Voltaire and Houdon, Darwin, Lord 
Chatham, Dr. Fothergill, D’ Alembert, David Hartley, Diderot, 
and Madame Helvetius. From republican America to aristo- 
cratic France, at Philadelphia, London, and Versailles, in the 
court and the congress, the laboratory and the saloon, he en- 
joyed the best facilities and the most intimate associations. 
It is because of his readiness and versatility, his self-possession 
and independence, that in his life and letters we seem to behold, 
although ever conscious of his identity, at one time a grave 
philosopher, and at another a genial companion, a patriarch 
here and a man of pleasure there, the wary statesman to-day 
and the playful humorist to-morrow, — ever active, cognizant, 
alert, content, inventive, useful, wise, cheerful, self-sustained, 
provident, far-sighted, — the type of good sense and urban- 
ity, of thoroughness and insight, of tact and aptness. Nor 
was he insensible to that social privilege and consideration, 
which, in the retrospect of eminent lives, always seem the 
most desirable of their felicities. “ The regard and friendship 
I meet with,” he writes to his wife from London, “ from _per- 
sons of worth, and the conversation of ingenious men, give 
me no small pleasure” ; and he adds, with that superiority to 
circumstances and tenacity of purpose so characteristic: “ I 
am for doing effectually what I came about, and I find it requires 
both time and patience.” He elsewhere speaks of society as 
being his “ dearest happiness.” He tells us of his youthful 
zest for improving association when a printer’s boy. His im- 
age, costume, manner, sayings and doings, as a man of soci- 
ety, are among the traditions of the old French court. One of 
the last-written descriptions of him, dated in his lifetime, is 
that of a benign and cheerful octogenarian, seated in pleasant 
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discourse under a mulberry-tree, beside his dwelling, exhibit- 
ing to his attached grandchild a two-headed snake. In a 
letter to Washington, written the same year, he says : — 

“ For my own personal ease, I should have died two years ago ; but, 
though those years have been spent in excruciating pain, yet I am 
pleased that I have lived them, since they have brought me to see our 
present situation. I am now finishing my eighty-fourth year, and prob- 
ably with it my career in this life; but whatever state of existence I 
am placed in hereafter, if I retain any memory of what has passed here, 
I shall with it retain the esteem, respect, and affection, with which I 
have long been, my dear friend, yours most sincerely,” &c. 

Parallel with his devotion to scientific inquiry was a cease- 
less activity for the public good, — wherein his career is emi- 
nently distinguished from that of the majority of modern phi- 
losophers. One of the earliest projectors of the conquest of 
Canada, he was also an eflicient agent in raising troops for 
the unfortunate Braddock. We find him vigorously at work 
throughout the scale of official duty and volunteer patriot- 
ism, at home and abroad, through the press and in society ; 
speaker of the Pennsylvania Assembly, a postmaster, on 
committees, promoting the culture of silk in America, en- 
lightening the British public on colonial affairs, bringing from 
Europe the latest facts in science and polity for the benefit of 
his own countrymen, casting type at Passy for a Philadelphia 
journal, interceding for prisoners of war, planning maritime 
expeditions with Paul Jones, befriending Captain Cook, ex- 
citing French sympathy for the American cause and baflling 
English prejudice, a signer of the Declaration of Independ- 
ence, framing treaties of alliance for his native land, the coun- 
sellor of the exile, the adviser of the official, a commissioner 
to Versailles, a delegate to the Convention which framed the 
Constitution of the United States,—a versatile and respon- 
sible series of occupations, enough to furnish alone the ma- 
terials of a noble and distinguished life, and yet constituting 
but a single phase of the illustrious career of Franklin. 

The silent dignity with which he was content, amid the 
inevitable attacks, and even insults, misrepresentations, and 
sneers, Which attend success in every path and superiority of 
whatever kind, is one of the most admirable traits of Frank- 
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lin’s character, and one that was generously acknowledged 
by his opponents when the tide of prejudice and animosity 
ebbed. He met the caprices of delegated authority, the jeal- 
ousy of his colleagues, the injustice of his political antago- 
nists, the tirade of the Solicitor-General of the Crown, the 
attempts at bribery and intimidation, with a serene and un- 
demonstrative resolution. “ My rule is,” he said, “to go 
straight forward in doing what appears to me right at the 
time, leaving the consequences to Providence. I wish every 
kind of prosperity to my friends, and forgive my enemies.” 

If there were no blemishes in this picture, it would scarcely 
be human; but the blemishes are casual, and like flitting 
shadows, of vague import, while through and above them the 
bland and sagacious, the honest and wise lineaments tran- 
quilly beam. The spirit of calculation, the narrowness of 
prudence, the limits of a matter-of-fact vision, the gallantries 
tolerated by the social standard of the times, the absence of 
that impulse and abandon, that generous and ardent mood 
which seems inseparable from the noblest and most aspiring 
natures, sometimes render Franklin too exclusively a provi- 
dent utilitarian and a creature of the immediate, to satisfy our 
loftiest ideal of character or our sympathies with genius as 
spontaneously and unconsciously manifest. Gossip has be- 
queathed hints of amours that derogate somewhat from the 
gravity of the sage; partisan spite has whispered of a too 
selfish estimate of the chances of expediency ; and there are 
those who find in the doctrine and practice of the American 
philosopher an undue estimate of thrift, and am illustration of 
the creed that man “lives by bread alone,” which chills en- 
thusiasm and subdues praise ; but when we contemplate the 
amount of enduring good he achieved, the value of his scien- 
tific discoveries, the uprightness, self-devotion, and consistency 
of the man, the loyal activity of the patriot, and the interests 
he promoted, the habits he exemplified, the truths he made vi- 
tal, and the prosperity he initiated, our sense of obligation, our 
admiration of his practical wisdom, and our love of his geni- 
al usefulness, merge critical objection in honor and gratitude, 
What is the flippant sarcasm of the queer Madame du Barry, 
that he ate asparagus like a savage, to intellectual Hume's 
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assertion, “ America has sent us many good things, gold, sil- 
ver, sugar, tobacco, indigo, &c.,—but you are the first philos- 
opher”? If, on the one hand, his having embraced Voltaire 
in the presence of the French Academy be cited as proof of 
persiflage, on the other, his frank expression of religious con- 
victions to Dr. Stiles evidences a deliberate faith in things 
unseen and eternal. If the graphic pen of Mrs. Grant, in 
depicting the candid graces of colonial life in America, attrib- 
utes the subsequent devotion to gain to the economical max- 
ims of Franklin, the sacred opinion of Washington affords a 
more just view of the legitimate rank their author held in the 
affections of his countrymen. “If to be venerated for benev- 
olence, if to be admired for talents, if to be esteemed for 
patriotism, if to be beloved for philanthropy, can gratify the 
human mind, you must have the pleasing consolation to 
know that you have not lived in vain.” 

It must be confessed that the spiritual was not developed 
in Franklin’s nature in proportion to the scientific element, 
and, as an inevitable consequence, religion was a grand 
social interest, or at most a private conviction, rather than a 
matter of profession or of sentiment. It is probable that an 
early, and not auspicious, familiarity with the conflicts of 
sects, confirmed his aversion to a merely doctrinal faith. He 
was conversant, in his native town and in his adopted home, 
respectively with the two extremes of prescriptive belief and 
strongly marked individualism, as displayed by the Puritans 
and the Quakers, and found enough of vital piety and moral 
worth in both’ to emancipate him from superstitious reliance 
on a positive creed. But there is ample evidence that he ree- 
ognized those broad and eternal truths which lie at the basis 
of all religion. He seems to have profoundly felt his respon- 
sibleness to a higher than earthly power; everywhere he be- 
held a wise and beneficent Creator, in the operation of mate- 
rial and moral laws; always he sought the traces of Divine 
wisdom in the universe and in events. We find him advising 
his daughter to rely more upon prayer than sermons ; recog- 
nizing the hand of Providence in the destinies of his country ; 
moving a resolution for devotional services in the Convention 
that framed the Constitution; preparing an abridgment of 
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the ritual; and, in his last days, enjoying those devotional 
poems which have so long endeared the name of Watts. It 
is not so much the comparative silence of Franklin on relig- 
ious, or rather sectarian questions, which has given rise to a 
vague notion of his scepticism and indiflerence, as the fact 
that he acknowledged deistical opinions in youth, subse- 
quently worked almost exclusively in the sphere of material 
interests, and was intimately associated with the infidel phi- 
losophers of France. Other aflinities than those of specu- 
lative opinions, however, allied him to a class of men whose 
names have become watchwords of unbelief; literature and 
science, government and philosophy, were themes of mutual 
investigation common to them and him; and if, in order to 
attest their sense of his intelligence and republicanism, they 
placed his bust upon the altar of the Jacobin Club with those 
of Brutus, Helvetius, Mirabeau, and Rousseau, it was chiefly 
because, like those friends of popular freedom and social re- 
form, he had proved himself an independent thinker and a 
noble devotee of human progress, and because, to the vague 
though eloquent sentiment of social amelioration kindled by 
Jean Jacques, his practical sagacity had given actual em- 
bodiment. Few men, indeed, have lived, whose time, mind, 
and resources were more wisely and conscientiously directed 
to the elevation of society, the enlightenment of the mass, and 
the improvement of human condition. He was indisputably 
one of the greatest benefactors of mankind. 

Except in a scientific direction, however, it must be ac- 
knowledged that the spirit of Franklin’s precepts and theories 
is not adapted to beguile us “along the line of infinite de- 
sires”; his wisdom was applicable to the immediate and the 
essential in daily and common life; he dealt chiefly with 
details; he advocated habits, ideas, and methods based on 
positive utility, — success as derived from patient and gradual 
but determined action, minute observation, careful practice, 
rather than from broad generalization, daring achievement, 
or the imagination and enthusiasm which so often prove 
intuitive means of triumph, which are indispensable in art, 
and constitute the difference between the process of genius 
and that of talent. There is nothing certain, he used to say, 
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but death and taxes ; happiness he believed the aggregate of 
small satisfactions, rather than the instant realization of a great 
hope ; and fortune he regarded as the reward of assiduity and 
prudence, rather than of prosperous adventure or of daring 
enterprise. Compared with the ephemeral impulses, the ob- 
scure theories, the visionary and uncertain principles in vogue 
elsewhere, and before and since his day, there was incalculable 
value in his maxims and example. But it would be gross 
injustice to the versatile and comprehensive nature of man, 
to the aspirations of exalted minds, to the facts of spiritual 
philosophy, to the needs of immortal instincts, to the faith of 
the soul, the annals of genius, and the possible elevation of 
society, to admit that he supplied more than the mate- 
rial basis of human progress or the external conditions of 
individual development. What the ballast is to the ship, the 
trellis to the vine, health of body to activity of mind, that 
was Franklin’s social philosophy to human welfare, — all- 
important as a means, inadequate as a final provision,—a 
method of insuring the co-operation of natural aids, and fos- 
tering intrinsic resources, whereby the higher elements may 
freely do their work, and man, sustained by favorable cireum- 
stances, and unhampered by want, neglect, and improvi- 
dence, may the more certainly enjoy, aspire, love, conceive, 
expand, and labor according to the noblest inspiration and 
the grandest scope of his nature and his destiny. 

If we compare the life of Franklin, as a whole, with that 
of other renowned philosophers, we find that the isolated 
self-devotion, the egotism and vanity, which too often dero- 
gate from the interest and dignity of their characters as 
men, do not mar the unity of the tranquil, honest, and be- 
nign disposition which lends a gracious charm to the Ameri- 
can philosopher. Archimedes invented warlike machines to 
overthrow the invaders of his country; but his heart did not 
warm like Franklin’s, nor did his brain work to devise the 
means of elevating his poor and ignorant fellow-citizens in 
the scale of knowledge and self-government. Newton pro- 
claimed vast and universal laws; but there was in his temper 
a morbid tenacity of personal fame, beside which the dis- 
interested zeal of Franklin is beautiful. The scope of Frank- 
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lin’s research was limited in comparison with that of Hum- 
boldt; but, unsustained, like that noble savant, by royal pa- 
tronage, he sacrificed his love of science for half his lifetime 
to the cause of his country. Arago excelled him in the 
power of rhetorical eulogy of the v»taries of their common 
pursuits; but while the French philosopher spoke eloquently 
to a learned Academy, the American had a people for his 
audience, and disseminated among them truths vital to their 
progress and happiness, in a diction so clear, direct, and con- 
vincing, that it won them simultaneously to the love of sci- 
ence and the practice of wisdom. 

When he was released from official care, his mental activ- 
ity, though unremitted, was singularly genial; and to this 
characteristic of the philosophical temperament we attribute 
his self-possession, rational enjoyment, and consequent lon- 
gevity ; for, of all pursuits, that which has for its aim general 
knowledge and the discovery and application of truth, while 
it raises the mind above casual disturbance, supplies it with 
an object at once unimpassioned and attractive, serene yet 
absorbing, a motive in social intercourse and a resource in 
seclusion. Just before Thierry’s recent death, althongh he 
was long a martyr to disease, he remarked to a friend: “ Had 
I to begin my life again, I would again set out in the path 
which has led me to where Tam. Blind and suffering, with- 
out hope and without intermission, I may say, without giving 
testimony which can be suspected, there is something in this 
world better than material pleasure, better than fortune, better 
than health itself,—and this is attachment to science.” Of 
this good Franklin was a large partaker, and we cannot but 
imagine the delight and sympathy with which he would have 
followed the miraculous progress of the modern sciences 
and of those ideas of which he beheld but the dawn. “I 
have sometimes almost wished,” he writes, “it had been my 
destiny to be born two or three centuries hence; for inven- 
tions and improvements are prolific, and beget more of their 
kind.” Had he lived a little more than another fifty years, he 
would have seen the mode of popular education initiated by 
the Spectator, expanded into the elaborate Review, the bril- 
liant Magazine, the Household Words, and Scientific Journals 
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of the present day; the rude hand-press upon which he 
arranged the miniature “form” of the New England Cou- 
rant, transformed into electrotyped cylinders worked by steam 
and throwing off thirty thousand printed sheets an hour; the 
thin almanac, with its proverbs and calendar, grown to a ple- 
thoric volume, rich in astronomical lore and the statistics of 
a continent; the vessel dependent on the caprice of the winds 
and an imperfect science of navigation, self-impelled with a 
pre-calculated rate of speed and by the most authentic charts ; 
and the subtile fluid that his prescience caught up and direct- 
ed safely by a metallic rod, sent along leagues of wire, the 
silent and instant messenger of the world. With what keen 
interest would he have followed Davy, with his safety-lamp, 
into the treacherous mine; accompanied Fulton in his first 
steam voyage up the Hudson; watched Daguerre as he made 
his sun-pictures ; seen the vineyards along the Ohio attest his 
prophetic advocacy of the Rhenish grape-culture; heard Mil- 
ler discourse of the “ Old Red Sandstone,” Morse explain 
the Telegraph, or Maury the tidal laws! Chemistry — al- 
most born since his day— would open a new and wonderful 
realm to his consciousness; the Cosmos of Humboldt, draw 
his entranced gaze down every vista of natural science, as if 
to reveal at a glance a programme of all the great and beau- 
tiful secrets of the universe ; and the reckless enterprise and 
mad extravagance of his prosperous country, elicit more em- 
phatic warnings than Poor Richard breathed of old. 

There have been many writers who, in simple and forcible 
English, by arguments drawn from pure common-sense and 
enlivened by wit or eloquence, interpreted political truth, and 
vastly aided the education of the people. But in the case of 
Franklin, this practical service of authorship was immeasura- 
bly extended and enforced by the prestige of his electrical 
discoveries, by the dawning greatness and original principles 
of the country of which he was so prominent a representative, 
and by the extraordinary circumstances of his times, when 
great social and political questions were brought to new and 
popular tests, and made the homely scientific republican an 
oracle in the most luxurious and artificial of despotic courts. 
When the intricate tactics of rival armies have been exhaust- 
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ed, the able general has recourse to a coup de main, and 
effects by simple bravery what stratagem failed to win. 
When a question has been discussed until its primary sig- 
nificance is almost forgotten in a multitude of side-issues, 
the true orator suddenly brings to a focus the scattered ele- 
ments of the theme, and, by a clear and emphatic statement, 
reproduces its normal features, and, through a bold analysis, 
places it in the open light of day, and heralds the bewildered 
council to a final decision. In like manner, when vital prin- 
ciples of government and society have been complicated by 
interest, speculation, and misfortune, when men have grown 
impatient of formulas and ceremonies and aspire to realities, 
he who in his speech, dress, habits, writings, manners, and 
achievements — or in the exponent of all these, his character 
—represents most truly the normal instincts, average com- 
mon sense, and practicable good of his race, is welcomed as 
an exemplar, an authority, and a representative. Such was 
the American philosopher at once in the eyes of a newly or- 
ganized and self-dependent nation, and in those of an ancient 
people, in its transition from an outgrown to an experimental 
régime. 

He took his degree in the school of humanity, before the 
technical honor was awarded by Oxford, Edinburgh, and the 
Royal Society. It was this pre-eminent distinction which led 
Sydney Smith to playfully threaten his daughter, “ I will dis- 
inherit you if you do not admire everything written by Frank- 
lin”; and which enshrines his memory in the popular heart, 
makes him still the annual hero of the printer’s festival, asso- 
ciates his name with townships and counties, inns and ships, 
societies and periodicals, — with all the arrangements and 
objects of civilization that aim to promote the enlightenment 
and convenience of man. ‘The press and the lightning-rod, 
the almanac, the postage-stamp, and the free-school medal, 
attest his usefulness and renown; maxims of practical wis- 
dom more numerous than Don Quixote’s garrulous squire 
cited, gave birth under his hand to a current proverbial phi- 
losophy ; and his efligy is, therefore, the familiar symbol of 
independence, of popular education, and self-culture. Those 
shrewd and kindly features, and that patriarchal head, are as 
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precious to the humble as to the learned ; and in every land and 
every language, Franklin, through the prestige of a brilliant 
discovery in science and the fame of a wise patriot, typifies 
the “ greatest good of the greatest number.” Mignot rightly 
defines him as “ gifted with the spirit of observation and dis- 
covery”; Davy calls his inductive power felicitous; Paul 
Jones augured success in his desperate sea-fight from the 
“Bon Homme Richard”; and the memorable epigraph of 
Turgot is the acknowledged motto of his escutcheon : — 


“ Eripuit ccelo fulmen, sceptrumque tyrannis.” 


Arr. VII. — Hand-Book for Young Painters. By C. R. Les- 
tie, R. A., Author of the Life of Constable. London: John 
Murray. 1855, 


Mr. Lestie is well entitled to speak to young painters, for 
he has acquired a high and solid reputation in his art. He 
speaks, therefore, with the assured but modest tone of one 
whose theories have borne the test of experience. His book, 
which was published last year, has not yet been reprinted in 
this country ; but it finds a welcome among thoughtful artists, 
and is destined to become a standard work. As has been the 
case with many of the most valuable treatises on Art by Eng- 
lish painters, the main part of the contents of this volume 
was prepared in lectures for the Royal Academy. We are 
highly indebted to this institution for such results. Without 
that stimulus to literary labor, we should probably have had 
little or nothing from the pen of Sir Joshua Reynolds, of 
Fuseli, Flaxman, Barry, and Opie. We have hoped that our 
Lowell Institute might at some time call forth the silent tal- 
ent of our own country to give us full and able discourses on 
this fruitful and delightful subject. 

Mr. Leslie’s views on Art are moderate and judicious. He 
does not take sides with either of the extreme parties which, 
like Whig and Tory in politics, ever have, and we presume 
ever will, divide the great realm of Art. He is an idealist; but 
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he does not believe in forsaking nature or being “ put out by 
it,’ nor indorse the extravagances of those who proclaim 
themselves devoted to “ High Art.” He says of Haydon: 
“The commonplace notion of High Art contributed with 
other mental causes to the life of misery of the highly gifted 
Haydon, as it had previously prevented the proper exercise of 
Barry’s superior powers; and many were the junior artists 
who, with this ignis fatuus before their eyes, wasted time, and 
probably talents that might otherwise have been productive, 
upon large cartoons for Westminster Hall.” Of Morland, 
whose subjects were the least elevated in character, for he 
was the painter of pigs, he says: “ His works display a natu- 
ral refinement of taste which, as in the best Dutch art, is the 
more striking from the homely character of his subjects.” 

He is equally clear in his appreciation of that plausible, but 
superficial, theory of art, which has found so many expounders 
in our own time, and such able illustrators in the Diisseldorf 
school. His first chapter, on the Imitation of Nature, is very 
able and very concise, and he shows conclusively that, the 
powers and the objects of art being entirely different from 
those of nature, a direct imitation is both impossible and un- 
desirable. The aim of the artist should be to express the 
idea of his subject, and by carrying his imitation beyond a 
certain point he fails, for deficiencies in other points are in- 
stantly apparent. “ Rubens was pre-eminently successful,” 
he remarks, “in giving action to his figures, and Hogarth’s 
Enraged Musician, as Fielding says, is deafening to look at. 
But could the eye be deceived, from that moment the figures 
of Rubens would stand still, and the din of Hogarth’s groups 
would cease; and indeed such art would be unnatural, be- 
cause, unless in the representation of still life, it would have 
the motionless and speechless appearance of wax-work, — the 
most lifelike in externals of all the modes of imitating na- 
ture, and for that very reason the most lifeless.” The pano- 
rama and diorama are mentioned as illustrating this truth. 
‘The more the eye is deceived, the more painful is the silence 
which seems to brood over the scene. We presume the 
showman understands this when he has popular airs played 
during the progress of the performance. The stereoscope 
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gives us another striking example. So perfect is the form 
and so full the relief, that the immobility of the landscape is 
terrible. We feel as if the trees were made of cast iron, and 
an enchanter’s wand has blasted everything with stillness. 
But in the landscapes of Claude do we ever miss the breeze 
or the sound of the brook ? 

As little does Mr. Leslie fall in with the fashionable mania 
for the works of the earlier painters which has developed into 
the so-called Pre-Raphaelite school. He loves and appre- 
ciates the exquisite grace and purity of those gentle and holy 
men, such as Perugino and Fra Angelico; but he thinks that 
if it were well that we became like them in these qualities, 
we cannot accomplish this by denying the richer and more 
mature beauty of their far greater successors. Infancy, in its 
own time, is lovely as a glimpse of heaven; but a great part 
of its charm is its abundant promise. Prolonged to that 
period when wisdom and knowledge should be superadded, it 
becomes vapid and unmeaning. In comparing the children 
of Reynolds with those of Fra Angelico, Mr. Leslie says: 
“ They [Reynolds’s cherubs] are among the most angelic things 
known to the art, and simply because they are the most natu- 
ral, in the highest sense of the word ; and Iam convinced that 
the sincere, the truly humble, and therefore the truly teachable 
Angelico, would have gladly adopted all that Reynolds pos- 
sessed beyond himself, could he have seen it.” 

Although not himself a professional portrait-painter, Mr. 
Leslie does not look upon this important branch of art with 
the contempt which is so common among (unsuccessful) his- 
torical painters. He recognizes its true value as the delinea- 
tion of character. A portrait may be as highly ideal, and as 
noble a work of art, as an historical or fancy picture. Why 
not? Isita great thing to paint Hamlet after Shakespeare, or 
David after the Scriptures, and a very little thing to paint the 
life and soul of man after nature, as he stands living and 
breathing before you? If it be an easy matter, it is strange 
that so few have succeeded in it. But Leslie says: “ There 
has never been a great painter of history or poetry who has 
not been great in portrait. Even Michael Angelo is no ex- 
ception. There may not remain any painted portraits of 
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known persons by his hand, but there are sculptured portraits 
by him, and it is impossible to look even at the engravings of 
the prophets and sibyls, without seeing that they are from a 
hand practised in portrait.” Even higher than Vandyck as a 
portrait-painter he places the Spanish Velasquez; but high- 
est of all stand the great portrait groups of Titian, especially 
that of the family of Luigi Cornaro. Its historical value is 
not forgotten; the true character is expressed in the face, 
and the artists can detect it there in spite of all disguise. 

While we accept almost entirely the general views and 
principles set forth in this volume, we are occasionally com- 
pelled to differ from the author in his judgments of individual 
painters or pictures, as he often differs from other high author- 
ities. Especially he seems to us, in common with most of his 
countrymen, to assign to Rubens a far higher rank than he 
merits, unquestionably great as his powers were; but his 
opinions are always genuine, and expressed with moderation 
and good feeling. Occasional notices of many distinguished 
artists, and of their works, form a very agreeable portion of 
the book. In a few pages devoted to Mr. Ruskin, he express- 
es the pleasure which his first essays as a writer gave him; 
but with great point and clearness exposes the errors in criti- 
cism, and the injustice in sweeping denunciation, to which 
this brilliant but faulty writer is so prone. He frequently 
does honor to Haydon’s talent and enthusiasm for his art; 
but it does not blind him either to his professional or his per- 
sonal faults. He differs from him entirely in his estimate of 
the services which the Royal Academy has rendered to Art, 
and adds in a note : — 


“Tt should be known to the public that all the charges in the Auto- 
biography of Mr. Haydon unfavorable to the Royal Academy are un- 
founded. The council never made a law, as there stated, after the 
students had presented a testimonial to Fuseli, that they should not 
again pay such a compliment to an officer. Many years afterwards 
the students gave a silver vase to Mr. Milton, then keeper, and the 
same tribute of respect was paid to his successor, Mr. Jones. It is 
also untrue, that the election of Sir Martin Shee to the presidential 
chair was hurried through, without the usual forms, in the fear that a 
command might be received from the king to elect Wilkie. It was 
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perfectly well known that George IV. would have been pleased had the 
choice fallen upon Wilkie, and equally known that the king would never 
interfere with any election of that body, unless he thought it right to 
exercise the privilege of a veto. 

“ Taydon’s quarrel with the Academy originated in the belief that a 
clique of portrait-painters, in the body, tried to crush him by placing 


’ in a bad situation. The truth, however, was quite the 


his * Dentatus 
reverse. The picture was hung in the anteroom, in an excellent light, 
because it was considered that a good place in that room was better 


than an indifferent one in the great room.” 


We have selected no extracts for the purpose of giving an 
impression of the style of the book. Like a good picture, its 
merit is in its admirable keeping. It is everywhere quiet, 
temperate, clear, and yet richly suggestive. Perhaps it has 
very little new in it, but it has a great deal which deserves to 
become old. All who regard art as one of the chief religious 
educators of the human race, will welcome every such attempt 
to set forth its great principles simply and truly. Those who 
believe that its only purpose is to entertain a refined and lux- 
urious aristocracy, may deem this author less attractive than 
more brilliant and showy writers; but these last can never 
really hold sway in Art. She is too severe and exacting a 
mistress for idleness and luxury to follow her long. She 
bestows her greatest rewards only on earnest, devoted, patient 
labor joined to the highest and richest gifts of genius. To 
such she still holds out boundless resources, and nowhere is 
the field more ampie than in our own country. Art has al- 
ways flourished in republics, and here, with a nature rich and 
varied, and a humanity which has a free and fair chance for 
development, she must embody great truths in beautiful and 
noble forms. We welcome every influence from abroad 
which may help us on in our education. The American 
child is well-born and vigorous, but needs long and careful 
training. Mr. Leslie is closely connected with us by an early 
and long residence here, and will rejoice at the earnest wel- 
come which his words and his works are receiving. 
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Art. VIIL— The Works of the late Evcar Atutan Poe; 
with a Memoir by Rurus Witmot Griswoup, and Notices 
of his Life and Genius by N. P. Wiuuis and J. R. Loweut. 
In 4 vols. New York: Redfield. 1856, 


Tue late Edgar A. Poe achieved a certain position in three 
distinct branches of literature, — in poetry, criticism, and 
fiction. His reputation as a writer, up to the present time, 
may be sectionally or geographically apportioned. In the 
South, it is almost altogether grounded upon his skill as a 
writer of fiction ; in the commercial metropolis of the country, 
it was his critical acumen which attracted most attention; in 
the Eastern States, his personal qualities, carried into his liter- 
ary productions, have hitherto limited the number both of his 
friends and his admirers. In France and England, what fame 
he has was earned by a series of literary impositions. But 
wherever his works are read, perhaps we might justly say 
wherever the English language is spoken, he is best known, 
and will be longest remembered, as the author of two brief, 
but exquisitely beautiful poems, “'The Raven” and “ An- 
nabel Lee,” — the only productions of his pen that have met 
with that unanimous appreciation of the learned and un- 
learned, which at once and forever establishes an author's 
claim to genius. 

But though his popular reputation is that of a poet, it was 
in poetry that he accomplished least. Of the contents of the 
four volumes before us, only one hundred pages out of more 
than two thousand consist of poetical compositions, and in 
these are included all his juvenile poems and some dramatic 
fragments. Only one poem of his, in addition to those al- 
ready named, has attained any remarkable celebrity ; while, 
in our opinion, several of his prose tales fully equal in imagi- 
native power, in vividness of description, and in thorough 
artistic finish, anything that he ever produced in a metrical 
form. Among several in the highest style of art, we would 
instance “ Ligeia,” and “ The Fall of the House of Usher.” 

Mr. Poe’s earliest appearance as an author was in the pub- 
lication of a small volume of poems when he was in his eigh- 
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teenth year. Ina note in the present edition of his works, it 
is stated that they are here reprinted, without addition or 
correction, as they originally appeared in 1829. We believe 
this; for only by recasting most of them — re-writing them 
entirely — could any essential emendation have been eflected. 
No mere revision could make “Al Aaraaf” coherent, or es- 
tablish to our recognition a mental succession to the juvenile 
author of “'Tamerlane ” in the matured artist who afterwards 
chimed forth his soul’s turbulence to the wild music of “ The 
Bells.” In some half-dozen of his minor poems Mr. Poe has 
fully displayed his poetic capacity, in the opulence of imagi- 
nation, the power of production and skilful combination, and 
especially in that delicate perception of the true harmo- 
nies of thought and expression, which is the soul of physical 
esthetics. Yet is there something wanting to his poetry 
which we cannot express by any better phrase than the lack 
of spontaneity. It does not bear so much the impress of 
soul-utterings (we except only “ Annabel Lee”) as of word- 
manceuvring. His poems do not grow up in his mind; but 
the theme is carefully and mathematically adjusted, and the 
words, being marshalled out in order to a thorough inspec- 
tion, are then successively dragooned into the especial service 
required. When completed, his work appears a rich and 
elaborately finished piece of art, but it lacks the vis vite 
which alone can make of words living things. Hence in but 
few of his eflorts has he succeeded in enlisting the sympathy 
of his readers. 'They become admirers only, not lovers. 

His theory of the legitimate purpose and end of poetry 
was so exceedingly limited, as to necessitate a great reliance 
for effect upon a skilful adjustment of the parts; and to this 
theory, which he claimed not only as original, but as subver- 
sive of all others, he was enthusiastically attached, and with 
but slight deviations, and a few exceptions, which probably 
he would not admit to be such, adhered to it in his own writ- 
ings. Far from agreeing with Ben Jonson, “that the prin- 
cipal end of Poesy is to inform men in the best reason of 
living,” he peremptorily determines that Beauty, including 
in that term Sublimity, is the only legitimate theme for a 
poem, and that “ The Rhythmical Creation of Beauty” is 
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the poet’s sole vocation; that Poesy has no connection with 
truth, morals, or spiritualities, unless incidentally. Indeed, 
he rigorously excludes these as an end, — with all didacti- 
cism, wit, reasoning, satire, end even passionate love. He 
pronounces all long poems a contradiction in terms, scouting 
epics as poems (though allowing them other merits), and 
denying the very existence of such a thing as a humorous 
poem. ‘The only element of humor which his theory ad- 
mitted was archness. His objection to long poems was 
founded on what he was pleased to consider as a “ psychal 
necessity,” namely, that an elevated mental excitement, which 
he deemed the true effect of poetry, could not be maintained 
above half an hour. This is the utmost tension of the soul 
which he could imagine. Any so-called poem, therefore, to 
be truly such, must be brief enough to admit of its perusal 
within thirty minutes. He even insists upon it that readers 
do not really enjoy such works as the “ Divina Commedia,” 
or “ Paradise Lost,” though they may seriously profess to 
do so. He might have avoided all cireumlocution, and been 
equally modest, had he put his general proposition in regard 
to epics thus: “I, Edgar A. Poe, am incapable of keeping 
on the wing more than half an hour at any one time; ergo, 
no one else ever did, or ever can.” Unity of eflect he con- 
sidered an essential in every work of art, and this he deemed 
impossible in a literary production which could not be read 
without fatigue at one sitting. 

To be convinced of the inherent unsoundness of his theory, 
we need only observe that his limitation of the proper themes 
and uses of poetry would exclude all the noblest productions 
of the best poets of all times and of every tongue. Should 
we acquiesce in the correctness of his contracted definition, 
we should be compelled to go through the centuries, culling 
out the Homers and Virgils, the Terences and Shakespeares, 
the Herberts and Hebers, the Byrons and Shelleys, the Ju- 
venals and Popes, the Scotts and Campbells, the Hoods and 
Holmeses;— whole scores of world-renowned bards would be 
driven pell-mell from the Parnassian heights, on whose sum- 
mit would remain solus Edgar A. Poe, attended, not by the 
noble bird of Jove, or even Minerva’s symbolic favorite, but 
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by that “ ghastly, grim, and ancient raven,” which has almost 
become a synonymous appellation of him who first evoked 
“this ominous bird” from the dark realms of Pluto, to harass 
a poor love-lorn poet with its melancholy plaint of “ Never- 
more.” None of those who rank highest in the world’s 
esteem as poets, could escape his condemnation. The ages 
contradict him. 

The first purpose to which poetry was applied was that of 
adoration, or ascriptions of praise to the Supreme Ruler of the 
universe. Its next earliest use was the preservation of histor- 
ical events, and heroic deeds of single heroes, as the legendary 
epics and earliest ballads of all nations testify; and these were 
“set to words in metrical array,” and rehearsed to the people, 
for the express purpose of stimulating others to imitate the 
glorious deeds of their ancestors. The first tragedies taught 
the people to avoid crimes, as the later comedies held up the 
follies and vices of the times to ridicule. The simple creation 
of Beauty never has been the whole of poetry; it never will 
be more than a single element in it. To deny to it a moral 
or spiritual use, is to steal Promethean fire with which to 
kindle a mimic feu de joie. 

In justifying his strict limitation of the proper themes of 
poetry, Mr. Poe says, “ What may be better handled in prose 
is no subject for the Muse.” This probably no one will be 
inclined to deny; but his inference from it is, that no truth 
can be so well taught through the medium of verse as of 
prose; in opposition to which opinion, it is not difficult to 
show that didacticisms in a poetical form very frequently pro- 
cure a general favor and reception unattainable in any other 
way. Recognizing this fact, all successful teachers of young 
children have employed verse as a potent instrumentality in 
instilling truths, inculcating moral duties, and exciting devo- 
tional feeling. Nor is it suecessful with the young alone: the 
most mature minds are as easily reached and influenced by 
it. Reduce, for instance, Mr. Longfellow’s “ Psalm of Life” 
to prose, and who would read it? Not one for every thou- 
sand that now know it by heart. Mr. Poe seems, indeed, to 
have been led into the error of excluding moral and spiritual 
themes from poetry, by a lack of susceptibility in his nature, 
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which blinded him to their intrinsic beauty. Indeed, his the- 
ory is a severe satire upon his own moral constitution ; for 
even admitting his main proposition, that the creation of 
novel forms of beauty is the poet’s sole vocation, how could 
one of his otherwise acute perception, had not his moral na- 
ture been fearfully warped, have overlooked the very obvious 
fact, that in moral and spiritual ideas may be found the very 
highest types of beauty? In his definition of poetry, Poe 
nearly agrees with Francis Jeflrey, who describes it as “a 
metrical composition productive of pleasure.” But both err, 
in fact and in theory ; for some of the finest specimens of po- 
etry extant — Poe’s “ Conqueror Worm” is sutfliciently good 
for an illustration—are compounded of horrible, shadowy 
things, which excite only a sad, wild terror in the mind, far 
enough removed from any pleasurable sensation. 

For the purpose of giving as clear a view as possible of the 
range of Poe’s imaginative powers and constructive ability, 
we shall divide his Prose Tales into four classes, — the simply 
horrible, the grotesque, the illusive, and the semi-scientific or 
philosophical. He would have added another class, the hu- 
morous ; but of this we shall speak hereafter. Of course this 
arbitary classification only approximates to correctness ; for 
the distinctive features of each class are occasionally all com- 
bined in one ; while a few, which we have placed in a partic- 
ular division, might, from possessing a nearly equal propor- 
tion of various qualities, have appeared indifferently and 
with perfect justice in either. In several, the grotesque and 
the horrible strive for a grim pre-eminence. Of the threescore 
and ten tales to be found in these volumes, more than half 
are based upon the sentiment of horror, ranging from the ac- 
tual and tangible dangers of real life to the utmost refinement 
of intense but unreal terrors, the offspring of weird phantasms 
or fancies; while but a small fraction of the whole are free 
from terrific, sorrowful, or melancholy imaginings. Of the 
thirty-one tales in the first volume, twenty-two describe death 
in some unusual and appalling shape; while for abnormal 
crimes and premature burials he has a revolting and ghastly 
penchant. 'The general characteristics are 
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“ Much of crime, and more of sin, 

And horror the soul of the plot.” 
Yet in this class must be placed his most finished works of 
art. He found the most genial employment for his pen in 
picturing painful idiosyncrasies of temperament, monomania, 
and madness, — the anomalies and deformities of humanity. 
And not finding horrors enough in the explored arcana of sin 
and suffering, he invents new crimes, and novel and terrible 
penalties. Metempsychosis is one of his favorite themes; of 
which “ Ligeia” and “ Morella” are thrilling illustrations. To 
his mind the existence of enfozoa in the brain was an ever- 
present fact, and the actual horrors of posthumous physical 
decay seem to have been his while living. In his “ Colloquy 
of Monos and Una” he has anticipated all the phases and 
possibilities of sentient life after death, and during the de- 
composition of the body in the grave. In perusing his most 
powerful tales, the reader feels himself surrounded by hitherto 
unapprehended dangers; he grows suspicious of his best 
friends; all good angels appear turning to demons; God 
seems dead; and on closing the book, the first impulse is to 
shake off the frightful incubus by rushing out into the glad 
sunshine, and freely inhaling the pure fresh air of heaven, to 
assure himself that he is still among the living, and that nature 
has not been transformed, while he read, into something soul- 
sickening and horrible. 

In his purely grotesque stories, as “ The Angel of the Odd,” 
Mr. Poe is less powerful; in most of them he has attempted 
to blend the ludicrous or humorous, and every attempt at 
humor is with him a miserable failure. His smiles are such 
grimaces as we should expect from some ill-starred wretch 
who was forced to play the part of Harlequin under sentence 
of hanging for the morrow. Yet in the preface to the fourth 
volume, we are informed that these abortions were, in the 
author's opinion, the most perfect and successful of his works. 
Elsewhere Mr. Poe distinctly disowns such an opinion. In 
one of his letters, he writes :— 

“Omitting one or two of my first efforts, I do not consider any one 
of my stories better than another. There is a vast variety of kinds, and, 
in degree of value, these kinds vary, — but each tale is equally good of its 
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kind. The loftiest kind is that of the highest imagination, — and for 
this reason only * Ligeia’ may be called my best tale.” 

One of our author’s most decided tastes was for all forms 
of mystification ; to solve enigmas was to him an agreeable 
pastime, and to mislead and bewilder others, a strong motive 
to exertion. It was not enough for him to write fiction, to 
write it well, and to let it pass as fiction: he frequently in- 
dulged his inclination for deception in the elaboration of tales, 
published with the express purpose of imposing on the public 
credulity, which he believed to be boundless. Of his few 
pleasures, it was one to see his readers seizing with avidity 
on his wildest imaginings as facts. His first essay in this 
line was the story of “ Hans Pfaall,” commenced in 1835, and 
brought to a premature conclusion by the almost simulta- 
neous appearance of the celebrated “ Moon Hoax,” by Rich- 
ard Adams Locke, with which “ Hans Pfaall” had too many 
points of resemblance to admit of both being pecuniarily prof- 
itable. Poe, finding that Mr. Locke had superseded him in 
attracting all the floating enthusiasm for lunar discoveries 
then recently excited by the publication of Sir John Her- 
schel’s latest work, left the field, and, after having set his hero 
fairly afloat in the upper ether, abandoned him to his fate, 
with all his elaborate scientific paraphernalia. He subse- 
quently published his “ Balloon Hoax,” which was originally 
foisted upon the Northern press, under the form of “ Express 
News” for a daily paper in New York, purporting to have 
been received from Norfolk, Va., and was in substance the 
pretended account of an aerial voyage across the Atlantic. 
But the public had become more wary since the exposure of 
the “ Moon Hoax,” and this excited comparatively little at- 
tention. 

He was more successful with “The Narrative of Arthur 
Gordon Pym,” published in 1838. Under this fictitious name 
he narrates the incidents of a voyage to the South Pacific ; 
the pretended discovery of new land in the extreme Antarctic 
regions ; the appearance of its inhabitants, as differing from 
all other known races of men; the peculiarities of the climate, 
atmosphere, and water; the singular formation of the rocks; 
the novelty of the plants, and strangeness of the animals; all 
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of which are minutely described, and in such language as 
would be most natural to an eyewitness. Such scenes and 
incidents as are familiar to seamen are related with scrupu- 
lous correctness, as are also all known scientific facts which he 
has occasion to introduce; exhibiting, where merely technical 
matters are concerned, a surprising accuracy of detail, which 
forms the most remarkable feature of his prose writings. Had 
this “ Narrative” been brought to a conclusion satisfactory, 
or even plausible, “ Arthur Gordon Pym” would have been 
the most perfect specimen of his imaginative and constructive 
powers ; but whether the peculiar dilemma of his hero finally 
baflled him, and extrication demanded a mental effort beyond 
his power, or whether, by announcing the death of the al- 
leged author (as was done through the public press of Rich- 
mond), and with this untimely event the loss of the con- 
cluding pages of the manuscript, he designed to add another 
proof of the authenticity of the narrative, remains, for any 
word of his, undecided. We incline to the latter supposition, 
especially as this course precluded the necessity for his nam- 
ing the vessel in which the adventurer returned; and thus a 
certain means of detecting the imposture was cut off That 
he judged correctly, appears from the fact that at the time of 
its publication it was generally received as a true narrative ; 
and a publishing house in London had actually commenced 
arrangements for reprinting the work as a bona fide history, 
which a discovery of its real character alone prevented. 

But Poe’s most masterly deception still remained unperpe- 
trated. It was subsequently to his removal to New York, in 
1844, that there broke upon the disciples of Mesmer a new 
and startling revelation of the possible uses of his discovery. 
Poe had paved the way for the reception of his “ Facts in the 
Case of M. Valdemar,” by a previous paper on “ Mesmeric 
Revelation,” in which he had announced some remarkable 
communications on the nature of spirit and matter, made as 
he averred through a person who was dangerously ill, and who 
died while under the influence of mesmerism, the answers of 
the patient being given, as the reader is required to believe, 
on the very verge of death, with a final doubt expressed by 
the writer whether the last sentences were not from the spirit- 
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land. In the succeeding case, that of “ M. Valdemar,” the 
subject is carried a step farther, being, by his own consent 
previously obtained, mesmerized in articulo mortis ; the result 
of which is, that the operator succeeds in imprisoning a voice, 
if not a soul, for seven months, in a body on which all the 
ordinary signs of death have supervened except putrescence. 
At the end of this time, it was determined to attempt his re- 
vivification, no visible change having occurred in his state 
since death. After a few of the ordinary passes, some indica- 
tions of vitality were observed about the eyes, when the ques- 
tion was put: — 

“*M. Valdemar, can you explain to us what are your feelings or 
wishes now ?’ 

“ There was an instant return of the hectic circles on the cheeks ; 
the tongue quivered, or rather rolled violently in the mouth, (although 
the jaws and lips remained rigid as before,) and at length the same 
hideous voice which I have before described broke forth, — 

“*For God’s sake !— quick !—quick!— put me to sleep— or, 
quick ! — waken me ! — quick !— / say to you that Iam dead!’ 

“1 was thoroughly unnerved, and for an instant remained undecided 
what to do. At first I made an endeavor to recompose the patient ; 
but, failing in this through total abeyance of the will, I retraced my 
steps and as earnestly struggled to awaken him. In this attempt I 
soon saw that I should be successful — or at least I soon fancied that 
my success would be complete — and I am sure that all in the room 
were prepared to see the patient awaken. 

“For what really occurred, however, it is quite impossible that any 
human being could have been prepared. 

“ As L rapidly made the mesmeric passes, amid ejaculations of ‘ Dead! 
dead!’ actually bursting from the tongue and not from the lips of the 
sufferer, his whole frame, at once — within the space of a single min- 
ute, or even less, shrunk, crumbled — absolutely rotted away beneath 
my hands. Upon the bed, before that whole company, there lay a 
nearly liquid mass of loathsome — of detestable putrescence.” — Vol. 
I. p. 180. 

The great skill here displayed consists in that appearance, 
which the narrator so well maintains, of writing what he does 
from a desire to set the public right in regard to the facts in 
the case, in opposition to those exaggerated rumors which he 
states to be afloat, and which make it necessary for him to 
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tell “ what actually did occur.” This straightforward style, 
so utterly devoid of all appearance of art, carried with it 
almost universal conviction that the writer was telling the 
truth simply for the truth’s sake. This case of “ M. Valde- 
mar” acquired an extensive circulation, both in this country 
and in Europe, and in some quarters as ready credence as 
celebrity. 

Most of the tales and other prose articles of Mr. Poe which 
we should place in the semi-scientific or philosophical class, 
depend for their interest chiefly upon the solution of some 
mystery or enigma, or the untangling of a web of unusual 
incidents, demanding the exercise of the highest powers of 
reasoning, an intimate knowledge of the motives which actu- 
ate, not only common, but uncommon and peculiar minds, 
and the ability to apply this reasoning to novel plots and cir- 
cumstances. But in judging of the merits of these tales, we 
must remember that in all but two the writer is the Sphynx 
as well as the C&dipus of his riddles, and therefore his success 
in their solution is by no means so marvellous as at first 
sight it appears. In a few papers, similar in tone to that en- 
titled “ The Power of Words,” this love of the intricate and 
mysterious has led him to the discussion of the hidden powers 
of nature, and the inexplicable influence of mind over matter, 
in such a sweet and melancholy tone as to elicit more of the 
reader’s sympathy for the evident unrest of the author, than 
could have followed any direct appeal. 

The most celebrated of his writings having a philosophical 
substratum (except “ Eureka,” to which we give a separate 
and higher place) are “ The Gold-Bug,” “ Maelzel’s Chess- 
Player,” ‘The Murders of the Rue Morgue,” “ Marie Rogét,” 
and “ The Purloined Letter.” In the first-named of these, the 
interest is concentrated on the translation of a cipher, which 
is supposed to contain precise information as to the place of 
deposit of the pirate Kidd’s treasures. In the “ Chess-Player ” 
the sole object is to harmonize the apparent impossibility of 
effectually concealing a person within a very smal! compart- 
ment with the free exposure of every portion of it to hundreds 
of acute observers. We believe Mr. Poe’s hypothesis in re- 
gard to this extraordinary machine is generally conceded to 
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be the most plausible of any yet given. The scenes of the 
three other tales are professedly laid in Paris, though “ Marie 
Rogét” is in fact a minute transcript, and we believe a cor- 
rect analysis, of an actual occurrence in New York. Through 
these fabrications, and the “ Case of M. Valdemar,” Poe’s 
name became familiar to the savans, the courts of law, and 
the periodical press of Paris. ‘Two journals translated and 
published his “ Murders in the Rue Morgue,” one, however, 
under a disguised title. The publisher of La Commerce 
prosecuted the publisher of La Quotidienne for stealing his 
literary wares, when, as was shown on the trial, the former 
had no exclusive right, he having been simply the first to ap- 
propriate the story, without acknowledgment, from the Ameri- 
‘van author. This trial drew considerable attention to Poe's 
writings, and a translation of his principal works soon fol- 
lowed. 

Moral uses Mr. Poe repudiated in his prose fiction as rigor- 
ously as he demanded their divorce from poetry, insisting that 
the only effect sought in either should be pleasure. If any 
reader, therefore, finds moral or spiritual truths inculeated in 
his fictitious writings, they must be regarded as estrays, which 
have accidentally got into the author’s enclosure, without his 
permission or knowledge. Unless by some precious secret of 
alchemy, known only to the reader, he can convert forbidden 
things to holy uses, let one never look into Poe’s fictions for 
instruction in matters pertaining to the interior or higher life. 
His genius appears to have been kindled from subterranean, 
rather than ethereal fires. We find but one tale which evin- 
ces any recognition of moral responsibility; and this is so 
fantastically draped, as effectually to conceal its moral from 
those unaware of the idiosyncrasies of the author. Under the 
name of “ William Wilson,” Mr. Poe has sketched some early 
passages in his own life, terminating with a scene which 
we would fain believe overstates, but which we cannot help 
suspecting dimly shadows forth the cause of his final quarrel 
with his guardian; the remainder of the story keeping too 
close a parallel with what we know of his career, to leave us 
the satisfaction of believing that the close was altogether 
fiction. This “ William Wilson” he describes as possessing 
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not only the same name, but almost the same external appear- 
ance with himself. He first met him as a schoolmate in 
England, and for some years was followed and haunted by 
him as by a shadow. This second self he ascertained was 
also of his own age, and, though at one time there seemed a 
possibility of their becoming friends, all prospect of this was 
soon terminated, and, though he inwardly respected him, they 
quarrelled continually. Wilson’s affectionate advice appeared 
impertinent, his friendly interference with his dissipations and 
vices became intolerably annoying, and the finale is, that on 
one occasion, when this unwelcome mentor essayed to pre- 
vent him from engaging in a disgraceful intrigue, provoked 
beyond endurance, he challenged him to an immediate pas- 
sage of arms, and, after a sharp but brief struggle, slew him 
on the spot, from which moment he declares that he also 
was “dead to the World, to Heaven, and to Hope.” Was 
not this second self his own thwarted and stifled conscience ? 

There are but two other tales which appear to have any 
useful design, and in these our author has not risen above the 
sense of mere physical loveliness. In “'The Domain of Arn- 
heim,” and “ Landor’s Cottage,” the attention of the wealthy 
is directed to landscape gardening, as a legitimate mode of 
expressing the poetic sentiment; with the advantage that, 
while affording the utmost latitude for the display of taste and 
luxurious expenditure, it offers not the lure to ambition which 
is usually involved in a devotion to literature, music, painting, 
or any other of the sister arts. All natural landscapes, says 
the writer, in “ Arnheim,” may be improved in their composi- 
tion, to the human eye; and the suggestion is thrown out, 
that our earth-scenery may have been arranged with a view 
to the gratification of those spiritualized ex-residents of earth 
who can take in the whole world-view at a glance, deriving 
thence the idea of perfect beauty and harmony of effect, 
which we cannot attain on account of our limited range of 
vision. He contends, too, that no purely natural beauty is as 
attractive as that which shows a human care,—that nature 
can always be improved by art. In this story it is also shown 
how a person possessing a poetical nature, and means ade- 
quate to his conceptions, might not only add to an extensive 
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domain the ordinary agreeable effect of art, but, laying out 
his plans on a magnificent and gorgeous scale, might be ena- 
bled to convey to the beholder the impression of a constant 
supervision of angelic, instead of human beings; blending 
actual design with the absence of all the usual technicalities 
of art. In such an employment as this, he imagines “ the 
possibility of exemption from the ordinary cares of human- 
ity.” In execution, “The Domain of Arnheim” falls far short 
of the real magnificence of the central idea. His description 
in detail affects us plaintively rather than pleasurably. While 
we accompany his solitary voyager on a visit to this model 
estate, we feel a sigh of splendid desolation floating upon 
the breeze ; a hue of selfish, solitary grandeur tinges all the 
magnificent scenery ; and within the very portals which ad- 
mit us to the inner wonders of this crystalline palace, we hear 
a futile demand for that very human sympathy which is merely 
shown to the eye, — not felt in the “ scrupulous, even fastidi- 
ous neatness” which characterizes all the approaches to Arn- 
heim. We caiunot be persuaded that any healthy-souled 
guest travels thitherward; no joy-inspiring host dwells there, 
nor do voices of merry children venture to startle the oppres- 
sive quietude of this splendid prison-house with young na- 
ture’s unrestrained and mirthful glee. 

Besides these classified stories, — all of which are very brief, 
except “ Gordon Pym,” — Mr. Poe wrote a few satirical semi- 
fictions; the best of which are, “ How to write a Blackwood 
Article,” and “A Predicament,” which is its sequel. There 
are also in these volumes several nondescript papers, as ob- 
scure in phraseology as in purpose ; while some better worth 
preserving have been omitted. Of the excluded are his 
papers on Autography, Cryptology, and Ciphers, on all of 
which he prided himself, and which certainly ought to have 
been included in an edition purporting to “embrace every- 
thing written by him which he himself would have wished 
thus to preserve ”; especially as these papers exhibit a pecu- 
liar trait of mind which is not adequately represented by 
“The Gold-Bug,” — the only article of this kind which the 
compiler has given us. 

The central idea of Mr. Poe’s philosophy was that a uni- 
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versal ether fills all space and permeates all matter; that this 
ether is in essence what is commonly understood by the term 
spirit, and is manifested in those subtile and inexplicable prin- 
ciples recognized as magnetism, light, vitality, consciousness, 
and thought, and that to serve the purposes of this sentient 
ether — the only Godhead which he acknowledged — matter 
was created. 

In that ingenious and remarkable production, “ Eureka,” 
this philosophy is the most fully developed. This is the most 
interesting to us of all Poe’s works, not only on account of 
the intrinsic attraction of the subject, which is the cosmogo- 
ny of the universe, but because it is the only one of which 
we have any external evidence that he believed in it himself. 
In this, which is claimed to be only an hypothesis, but sup- 
ported, in his opinion, by incontrovertible reasoning, he pro- 
nounces that the Divine Unity or Godhead has exerted but 
one creative volition, when, in the beginning of all things, he 
willed matter into existence from nihility, and that this origi- 
nal matter was in the simplest form, —a single unrelated par- 
ticle. ‘To account for the variety of material forms now ex- 
istent, we must admit that other and less energetic volitions 
divided this original uniform particle, and, in place of unity, 
produced separation, diffusion, multiplicity. Again, this di- 
vided matter was irradiated from a centre, within a limited 
sphere; not, however, in continuous rays, like rays of light, 
but in a series of strata, the particles of which were of dif- 
ferent forms and sizes, and at unequal distances from one 
another, though not differing in their essence or nature. Here, 
then, we have matter in a state of diffusion; yet unity or one- 
ness being its normal state, there is an inherent tendency in 
each atom of this diffused matter to return to unity. But if 
this were immediately permitted, the design of creation would 
of course be frustrated. To prevent this, an antagonistic 
force, heterogeneity, is introduced. Of this essence or principle 
(the repulsion of science), he professes himself too much in 
awe to discuss it. This force, manifested as electricity, seems 
to have held in his theory the place which Spinoza assigned 
to his “one proper substance.” But considering oneness or 
unity as the normal or proper state of matter, and diffusion, 
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or multiplicity, as abnormal or wrong, Poe argues that the 
normal must eventually prove the strongest force; that hence 
attraction, which is but another name for unity, will in the 
end conquer repulsion, or heterogeneity, and that thus mat- 
ter will finally return to its original unity, and thence into 
that nihility from which it was evoked, from which, however, 
a new and totally diflerent cosmogony may be spoken by the 
Divine volition. 

“ A novel universe swelling into existence, and then subsiding into 
nothingness, at every throb of the Heart Divine. And this heart, what 
is it? Jt ts our own. In man, the sense of individual identity will be 
gradually merged in the general consciousness. . . . . . The general 
sum of the separate sensations of created things is precisely the 
amount of happiness which appertains by right to the Divine Being, 
when concentrated within Himself.” — Vol. IT. p. 214. 

This part of his theory —the universal diffusion of Deity 
in and through all things, and man’s final absorption into the 
Divine Essence —is identical in idea with the Brahminical 
faith, as explained in the “ Bagvat-Geeta.” 

That puissant knight-templar, Bois Guilbert, says Sir Wal- 
ter Scott, “bore on his new shield a raven, in full flight, 
holding in its claws a skull, and bearing the motto, Gare le 
Corbeau.” This would have been a most fit escutcheon for 
Mr. Poe to assume when he entered the lists as critic-general 
of the American forces of authorship. In the department 
of criticism he essayed a revolutionary movement, protest- 
ing against the whole tone of American reviewing, and 
substituting, theoretically at least, an entirely new system. 
Critical reviews, he declared, should aim solely at the detec- 
tion of faults, —a reference to the “beauties ” of a work, in 
his opinion, really derogating from its merit; because all lit- 
erary productions, especially poetry and prose fiction, ought 
to be so harmoniously perfected, that to single out special 
beauties is in effect to suggest the idea that the remaining 
portions are not equal parts of a perfect whole, but that there 
are gems of value misplaced in a setting of base and worth- 
less metal, betraying a bad taste and a discordant mind. 
Another prevalent fault against which he inveighed, and 
which he assumed to correct, was that of generalization, — in 
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opposition to his own style, that of minute and precise analysis, 
the detailed specification of what is wrong, why it is wrong, 
and how the fault might have been amended. This, he 
insisted, is the only style of criticism which can improve au- 
thors, by compelling them to see their own defects. Another 
charge, brought against all his American contemporaries in 
criticism, was that of pioneer-worship, — the lauding of those 
who first gave a name to American letters abroad, irrespective- 
ly of their positive merits, and simply because they happened to 
be first. And lastly, cliquism was the citadel of wrong against 
which he brought to bear all the power of his editorial battery 
whenever he could command the use of a press. Cliquism was 
the one thing which he hated more intensely than he could 
express (he never happened to be one of a powerful clique) ; 
and the suspicion that certain literary circles looked upon 
him with disfavor or contempt so embittered his feelings and 
distorted his vision, as to make him no less unjust to them, 
than he fancied they were disposed to be towards him. 
Entertaining these opinions and feelings, he was, like 
other revolutionists, desirous mainly of decapitating the sov- 
ereign, and debasing all of the blood royal. Hence the per- 
tinacity of his endeavors to bring down in the public esteem 
the acknowledged chiefs of poetry and fiction in the United 
States. From his first successful appearance as a critic in 
1846, until his death, the American Parnassus was ap- 
proached with all the enginery he could command or invent, 
—by sapping, mining, blasting, bombardment, stratagem, and 
storm; his shafts being ever the most keen and swift when 
aimed at the highest heads. The intensity of his prejudice 
against all literature emanating from New England imbued 
his pen with a virulence quite unessential even to a rigorous- 
ly just criticism. Yet in the maintenance of his opinions on 
the aims of poetry, which were most frequently violated by 
Northern productions, we believe he was not only honest, but 
deeply penetrated with a conviction of their truth, and their 
importance to literature as an art; for these opinions are 
reiterated directly and incidentally throughout the whole of 
his works. But it cannot be denied — there is both internal 
and external evidence of the fact — that very many of his se- 
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verest criticisms were written for the express purpose of “ cre- 
ating a.sensation,” and an antagonism was always far more 
tolerable to him, than a peace which threatened to keep him 
in the background. 

His general style of criticism, when his private feelings 
were in abeyance, was acute, but not comprehensive. — It 
treated of words, rather than of thoughts. He was a mas- 
terly analyst, and could readily reduce a literary performance 
into its original elements; but he did not always discern its 
animating principle. He was a close logician, and could 
assume the guise of a subtle reasoner; he had a thorough 
acquaintance with the resources and capabilities of language ; 
and in the niceties of grammatical construction, and a keen 
perception of the harmonies and proprieties of diction, he 
had probably no superior and few equals. Himself unerring 
in precision of purpose, he had a microscopic eye for the 
faulty arrangement of a theme, and an equally nice ear for 
a false quantity in rhythm. He excelled in seizing and hold- 
ing up to ridicule obscurities and aflectations in language, 
feebleness of thought or expression, wavering of purpose, o1 
inconsistency between aim and execution. But with all his 
discriminative talent, he was not a safe leader in critical lit- 
erature. In his determination to be precise and to avoid 
generalizations, he frequently failed to grasp the spirit and 
the total eflect of a work, while diligently engaged in hunt- 
ing to the death some awkward expression, or carping at 
some ill-chosen word. He saw all the faults a writer had, 
and many which he had not. Thus, in his frequent forays 
against those whom he especially labelled “ plagiarists,” he 
detects proofs undiscernible to all other eyes, — ineluding 
many of those who were well enough disposed to see all that 
he saw if they could. This charge of plagiarism was his 
favorite weapon, and one which he wielded with no very 
strict regard to the rules of honorable warfare, for he was con- 
stantly in the habit of insinuating the charge, instead of prov- 
ing it. ‘Thus he says of a very young and precocious writer : 
“Of course no one at all read in Eastern fable will give her 
credit for originality of conception.” Of a female dramatist 
he says: “The idea in the concluding quatrain is so well put, 
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as to have the air of originality. Indeed, 1 am not sure that 
the thought of the last two lines is not original.” Again, of 
a popular novelist: “ The critic (unacquainted with Tieck) 
who reads a single tale or essay may be justified in thinking 
him original.” Of another he writes: “The thought in the 
finale is, as far as I know anything about it, original.” And, 
finally, he says of one of our most popular song-writers: “ He 
has an excellent memory for good hits. To those who meddle 
little with books, some of his satirical papers must appear 
brilliant.” Scarcely one of his subjects escapes the charge 
direct, or the more provoking innuendo. ‘This is the more 
audacious, when it is well known that, far from being immac- 
ulate himself in this respect, he was a most bold and unscru- 
pulous plagiarist, — if plagiarism is not too mild a word for 
the appropriation, in one instance, of a whole book, which he 
pirated from a Scotch author, and to which he merely wrote 
a preface, signed by himself, in which he thanks certain 
(nameless) gentlemen for their assistance, without giving the 
slightest intimation that it had ever seen the light before. 
The work was a text-book on Conchology, by Captain 'T. 
Brown, originally printed in Glasgow in 1853, For other 
plagiarisms on a less extensive scale, we would refer to the 
Memoir by Mr. Griswold. 

The fact was, that on this matter of plagiarism his per- 
sonal feelings were early involved, and became so interwoven 
with his critical opinions, that he was necessarily inconsist- 
ent; and many of his charges were frivolous, while others 
were absolutely void of meaning. In referring, for instance, 
to Mr. Longfellow’s “ Midnight Mass for the Dying Year,” 
and “The Beleaguered City,” he must have meant to say, that 
these poems, with all that he alleges against them, either 
were or were not justifiable productions. If he would con- 
cede that they were so, why did he condemn their author? 
But if he implied that they ought never to have been written, 
then we are free to confess that we hold him the only man in 
Christendom who could have entertained that opinion. In- 
deed, all the poems which Mr. Poe has selected for especial 
animadversion on this account, are exactly those which of 
all others the lovers of the true and beautiful would be least 
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willing to lose. Doubtless our Zoilus did good service to 
some of the emerging literati who came within the circle 
of his influence, by exciting in them, for the time at least, 
a wholesome cireumspection, lest their platitudes and short- 
comings should fall under the dissecting-knife of this un- 
flinching operator. But his influence in criticism may al- 
most be said to have died with him, so far as the direction 
of the public taste is concerned. His recorded opinions were 
not of a nature to interest general readers. What he says 
of an author does not modify our predilections. He compels 
us, indeed, to see a writer's faults, and perhaps to perceive 
that he might have done better than he has done; but his 
strictures being chiefly directed to verbalisms and syntax,— 
to the mechanical portion of a work,— we retain our several 
fancies, our likings and our dislikes, despite of all the artistic 
sins which he detects in our favorites, or the mathematical 
correctness Which he demonstrates in another with whose 
tone of thought we have no sympathy. The secret of his 
impotency over the public taste lies in the fact that his criti- 
cal reviews, like all that he wrote, were destitute of moral 
sentiment. He stood on narrow, almost technical ground; 
not on the broad plane of human hopes and interests. It 
was not on the total effect, or the probable influence of an 
author’s works on the civil, social, or religious condition of 
humanity, that he adjudicated, but on those minor points 
of constructive ability, in which the mass even of intelligent 
readers take no very deep interest. Through this lack of 
breadth in his views of the critic’s oflice, his writings have 
been limited in usefulness, being valuable chiefly to students 
in belles lettres, and to amateur authors, — not to mere read- 
ers, who care much less about the misuse of a dactyl or ana- 
pest, than they do about the general drift of a poem, and who 
are frequently quite oblivious of the atrocities perpetrated on 
spondees and trochees if the versification is smooth to the ear. 
It is the sentiment in poetry or prose, the imagery, the fidelity 
of description, the perfection of plot, the vividness of char- 
acter displayed, — the general etlect of a work of art, — upon 
which the ultimate decision of independent readers rests, 
Yet it is these elements, that make not only the popularity, 
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but the immortality, of authors, which Mr. Poe subordinates, 
or entirely overlooks. Skill is never accepted by the people 
as a substitute for soul, nor absolute accuracy in composition 
for a generous devotion to principle and truth. Through this 
same contraction of spirit, our critic was eminently unable to 
discern the “ coming man,” — the creators of great thoughts, — 
the discoverers and heralds of great principles, — the poets, 
who not only translate, but transfigure, our highest and holiest 
ideals, — those who live in the hearts of their own, and will 
live in succeeding ages, — those who, in prose or verse, most 
adequately express the spirit of their time, and who will 
consequently stand as the representatives of that time to the 
hereafter. Not on such qualities as these did Mr. Poe base 
his prophetic opinions of the future fame of the literati whom 
he discussed ; and thus most of his oracular judgments upon 
particular individuals remain, and ever will remain, unfulfilled. 

From Poe's critical writings to his personal character, the 
transition is easy and natural; for in him they were insepara- 
ble. He was born in Baltimore in 1811, was left an orphan 
at an early age, and adopted into the family of Mr. Allan, a 
wealthy merchant of Richmond, Va. As a child, he was 
mentally precocious, and of a proud and irritable disposition ; 
his sensitive and imperious temper being aggravated by the 
injudicious indulgence of his guardian. In his sixth year he 
accompanied his adopted parents to England, and was there 
placed at school, where he remained until 1822, when he re- 
turned to the United States. After a brief term at a prepara- 
tory academy, he entered the University of Maryland, and 
from this time forward he appears to have been a constant 
cause of anxiety to Mr. Allan. Being liberally supplied 
with funds, he was contracting habits of dissipation, which 
eventually led to his expulsion. While in the University he 
maintained a high rank as a scholar, and was noted for feats 
of athletic skill, one of which, well authenticated, was that of 
swimming seven miles and a half against the tide, and imme- 
diately walking back the same distance, without apparent 
fatigue; which shows his physical constitution to have been 
at this time unimpaired. His first serious quarrel with Mr. 
Allan occurred shortly after his expulsion from the University, 
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upon that gentleman’s refusing to pay some of his debts of 
honor. He now talked of joining the Greeks, then in the 
midst of their struggle for independence, and he did spend 
the next year in Europe, though he never reached the Morea. 
How he employed this period we are not informed, until we 
hear of him at St. Petersburg, where he was rescued from the 
legal penalties of a drunken debauch only through the kindly 
interference of the American consul, who also provided him 
with funds to return home. On his arrival at Richmond, he 
found Mr. Allan still disposed to aid him, and on his express- 
ing a desire to enter the Military Academy at West Point, his 
guardian, through influential friends, procured him an ap- 
pointment in that institution. But here his old habits of 
dissipation were renewed, or probably continued, for we can- 
not learn that they were ever abandoned; at the end of ten 
months, he was cashiered; and with this additional disgrace 
he returned to Richmond, where Mr. Allan again received 
him into his family, but where he so conducted himself, that 
the doors of the only home he had ever known were now 
closed against him for ever. In his Memoir, Mr. Griswold, 
(Vol. L. p. 27,) quoting from a writer in the Southern Literary 
Messenger, indirectly insinuates the cause of this final sepa- 
ration, without stating distinctly what charge was alleged 
against him. Poe himself says that he ridiculed the second 
marriage of his guardian, which had taken place while he 
was at West Point. But this youthful indiscretion, after the 
great forbearance Mr. Allan appears uniformly to have exer- 
cised towards him, seems hardly suilicient to account for the 
serious light in which the offence, whatever it was, was viewed 
by Mr. Allan. It was shortly after his leaving West Point 
that Poe’s Juvenile Poems were published. He also occa- 
sionally wrote for the press, but with no marked success; and 
discouraged and reduced in means, in a moment of despair 
he enlisted in the army of the United States as a private 
soldier. In this situation he was recognized by some of the 
oflicers who had known him at West Point, and they applied 
for a commission for him, when to their great mortification it 
was found he had deserted. 

We next hear of him, at the age of twenty-two, as a suc- 
33 * 
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cessful competitor for prizes offered by the publishers of the 
Baltimore Saturday Visitor for poetical compositions and 
prose tales. ‘The successful tale was that entitled “ A Manu- 
script found in a Bottle.” It is right to add, that the prize 
was not given on account of the superiority of the tale to all 
others offered in competition, for none of the others were read, 
— the committee voting to give the prize “to the first of geni- 
uses who had written legibly”! It was the excellence of his 
chirography alone which fixed the attention of the committee 
upon his manuscript. ‘This incident, otherwise unimportant, 
was the means of introducing the young author, then in ex- 
tremely necessitous circumstances, to several gentlemen con- 
nected with the periodical press; and from this time forward, 
Mr. Poe need never have been without friends, or permanent 
literary employment. In 1835 he took charge of the editorial 
department of the Southern Literary Messenger, of which 
Mr. ‘Il’. W. White was the proprietor. This connection con- 
tinued for nearly two years, during all which time Mr. White’s 
patience was severely tested by frequent irregularities and 
neglect of duty on the part of his erratic editor. During this 
period, while on a salary of only five hundred dollars per an- 
num, Mr. Poe married his cousin, Miss Virginia Clemm; and 
in 1838 removed to Philadelphia, without any prospect of per- 
manent employment. Six months later he was engaged by 
Mr. Burton (now of Burton’s Theatre, New York) to edit for 
him “ The Gentleman’s Magazine.” It was to him that Poe 
proposed to make a pecuniarily profitable “ sensation,” by 
unusual causticity in reviewing; exciting attention to the 
Magazine by spreading “ havoc” among the literary stars of 
the country. Mr. Burton, however, did not acquiesce in the 
suggestion, declaring that he was more anxious that the sen- 
timents expressed in “ The Gentleman’s Magazine” should be 
“just” than “exciting.” Poe’s connection with Burton was 
terminated in even a more dishonorable manner than that 
with Mr. White. Burton had left the city for a few days on 
business, leaving Poe to get out a number of the Magazine. 
On his return he found that nothing had been done in the 
office, and that Poe had taken his subscription list, and, with 
a prospectus out for a new magazine, was endeavoring to 
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supplant him and the “ Gentleman’s.” The recreant editor 
did not succeed in his project. Of course he could do no more 
for Burton, and was again without employment. 

His next editorial engagement was with Mr. Graham; but 
the same neglect of duty, growing out of his habitual intem- 
perance, after a brief term also closed his connection with 
Graham’s Magazine. Having no further prospect of suc- 
cess in Philadelphia, in 1844 he removed to New York, where 
he was shortly afterwards engaged as assistant editor and 
critic, by General Morris and N. P. Willis, then publishers of 
the Mirror. This was the only business engagement of his 
which proved satisfactory to his employers, and was termi- 
nated in a friendly manner. It lasted, however, for six months 
only. He was next associated with Mr. Briggs in the publi- 
cation of “'The Broadway Journal,” of which he subsequently 
became sole editor and proprietor. It had for years been the 
prime object of his desire to have the entire control of a lit- 
erary periodical; but his success was not commensurate 
with his anticipations, and in four months after the Journal 
passed into his hands its publication was suspended. We 
next find him writing his critical notices of the New York 
literati for Godey’s Lady’s Book, and these were brought to 
a premature conclusion by his taking offence at Mr. Godey 
for refusing to have a personal controversy which had arisen 
between Poe and one of the subjects of his criticism carried 
on in the columns of the Lady’s Book. He was thus once 
more thrown entirely upon the chance of transient employ- 
ment for an income. 

Previously to 1840 he had published his “ Narrative of Ar- 
thur Gordon Pym,” and two volumes of prose tales, entitled 
“Tales of the Grotesque and Arabesque,” from which we 
cannot learn that he derived any considerable profit. He was 
now (in the winter of 1846-47) failing in health, his wife, who 
had long been ill of consumption, died, and his pecuniary dif- 
ficulties were aggravated into actual suffering by want of the 
very necessaries of life. From this sad condition he was par- 
tially relieved by an appeal to the public, through the press; 
but this exposure of his affairs he so far resented as to deny 
the fact of his destitution, in a letter prepared for publication 
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and addressed to N. P. Willis, though he freely acknowledged 
his extreme need to the individuals who came forward to his 
aid. Rallying from this, the darkest period of his life, he ap- 
plied himself earnestly to the work of procuring funds suffi- 
cient to establish a literary journal, to be called “ The Stylus.” 
For this purpose he delivered “ Eureka” as a lecture, which 
was well received, but was not sufliciently productive to be 
of much avail at this juncture in his affairs. He was now en- 
gaged to be married to a lady residing in one of the Eastern 
States ; but for some reason — or without reason, for he gave 
none —he determined to break the contract, and left New 
York for that express purpose, intending to exhibit himself 
before her family in such a condition as to insure the result. 
He went there in a state of brutal intoxication, and his con- 
duct precluded, as he had anticipated, any necessity for a 
repetition of the experiment. 

In a brief but very beautiful prose poem of his, called * El- 
eanora,” he has, it appears to us, sketched himself and his wife, 
idealized to be sure, but with likeness enough for recognition ; 
and in this story he represents himself as having solemnly 
sworn never to wed again, after his Eleanora’s death. As the 
story runs, he broke his vow; the sin of perjury ever after 
weighed upon him like an incubus, and his second marriage 
was devoid of all happiness. This idea reappears in several 
other stories of his. It is just possible that some such feeling 
induced the breaking of his second engagement, and also led 
him into that last fatal debauch which occurred a few months 
later. Immediately after his return to New York from this 
degrading episode at the East, he went to Virginia, and there, 
renewing an early acquaintance, entered into another mar- 
riage engagement. On his leaving Virginia to settle some 
business and prepare for his marriage, he stopped at Balti- 
more to take some refreshment; in the tavern were some of 
his old companions; he drank deeply, became insanely intox- 
icated, remained exposed without shelter during the whole 
night, and in the morning was carried to the public hospital, 
where he died, October 7th, 1849, at the age of thirty-eight. 

In vain do we look in his case for any unusual temptations 
or peculiarity of position, which might extenuate, if they could 
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not justify, his gross immoralities, his ingratitude to his guar- 
dian, and the Ishmaelitish position which he so long held 
with the world. But we do the world that surrounded him 
wrong in this latter phrase. His hand was “ against every 
man’s,’ but the converse was not true. Particularly in the 
early part of his literary career, he had every opportunity of 
securing firm and able friends, whom his own misconduct 
alone alienated. For many of his follies we are quite unable 
to account, on any of the ordinary principles applicable to 
human nature ; and we feel compelled to refer them to that 
“ spirit of perverseness” which he affirmed was inherent in 
humanity. Of this he says: — 

“Of thi spirit of perverseness philosophy takes no account. Yet I 
am not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is one 
of the primary impulses of the human heart — one of the indivisible 
primary faculties, which give direction to the character of Man. Who 
has not, a hundred times, found himself committing a vile or a silly ac- 
tion, for no other reason than because he knows he should . ot /” — Vol. 
I. p. 283. 

In his evident persuasion that this was an ordinary and 
universal experience, instead of the monstrosity that it is, he 
painfully demonstrates the intenseness of his own perversity. 
Elsewhere he speaks of this disposition “ as this unfathoma- 
ble longing of the soul to vex itself, — of this longing to do a 
wrong simply because it is a wrong.” ‘T'wo of his tales are 
based upon this idea, namely, “The Black Cat,” and * The 
Imp of the Perverse.” But though he might harbor such 
opinions of himself and others, we think that a great portion 
of his misunderstanding with the world, and continual unrest 
of spirit, arose from his mistaking his own comparative posi- 
tion and importance. The universe to him was divided, like 
that of Fichte, into the “ Me” and the “ Not Me,” and, like 
that abstruse metaphysician, he seemed to hold that the “ Not 
Me” owed its existence solely to the “ Me,” — or, in other 
words, that the “ Me” was the only important actor, and that 
of which the “ Not Me” was the mere creature. But here 
the analogy fails, for Fichte’s “ Me” was bounded or limited 
by the idea of duty, which was never admitted into Poe's 
philosophy. In his criticism on Anne C. Lynch, he deliber- 
ately fleers at her for “ making a hobby of duty.” 
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From this persuasion of his own mental superiority, and 
his uniform refusal to acknowledge any moral dictation, also 
sprang that feeling of contempt for others, which he never 
“unlearned,” as did Byron. Of course he had no sympathy 
with the people, and could not even understand the noble 
devotion of Genius to the welfare of others. Speaking of 
Charles Dickens, to whom he grants the highest rank as a 
literary artist, he says: — 

“Mr. Dickens has no more business with the rabble than a seraph 
with a chapeau de bras. The electric spark of genius is the medium of 
intercourse between the noble and more noble mind, — and not for 
low communion with low, or even with ordinary intellect. . . . 
What is he to Jacques Bonhomme or Jacques Bonhomme to him?” — 
Vol. IIL p. 450, 

In this superciliousness of spirit, we find the reason why a 
man who has written so much and so well as Mr. Poe has, 
should, after all, have produced so slight an impression upon 
his own times. The people were nothing to him, and he is 
considerably less to them than he would have been had his 
sympathies run in a broader and more genial channel. He 
not only failed to make friends of his readers, as all earnest, 
true-hearted writers, with any measure of talent approximat- 
ing to his, do; but he deliberately provoked the animosity of 
many of his literary peers and superiors by the bantering tone 
of his criticisms, — the most offensive, and not the most useful, 
style of reviewing. Whether this was a weakness on their 
part, or an unjustifiable presumption on his, each person will 
probably decide according to his direct or incidental interest 
in the question. But his frequent disagreements and quarrels 
in his business relations arose out of no such equivocal po- 
sition. 

The fact that he had at the time of his death so few friends, 
naturally led to the inquiry, among those who had been inter- 
ested in his literary career, whether he had, or had not, any of 
those social qualities on which permanent friendships are 
based. ‘The general response was, that he had not, — that he 
was irascible, cynical, suspicious, supercilious, envious, and 
untruthful. Whereupon Mr. N. P. Willis, appearing as his 
champion, magnanimously atlirmed that “there was goodness 
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in Edgar A. Poe,” which affirmation, thus elicited, bears in it, 
unintentionally we have no doubt, (for Willis is not given to 
sarcasm,) the bitterest irony. Mr. Poe’s goodness, it seems, 
had escaped ordinary observation, and to establish a belief in 
its existence it became necessary to authenticate it by a similar 
process to that by which other men’s crimes are substantiat- 
ed. And so it befell, that writs of curiosity (with some from 
a better motive) were issued, and instructions were given to 
all volunteers in the cause of justice and humanity to “at- 
tach” this said “ goodness” of Mr. Poe’s, wherever it might 
be found, and to bring it before the court of public opinion 
for adjudication. For some time the returns constantly were 
non est, but a hue and ery being raised, and more joining in 
the search, it was finally discovered, and two witnesses were 
summoned to testify to the genuineness of the thing. These 
were the late Mrs. Frances 8. Osgood, and Mrs. Clemm, his 
wife’s mother, who was also his own aunt. Mr. Willis we 
may consider as his attorney, and Mr. Griswold as the prose- 
cuting oflicer. The list of witnesses called by the latter is 
long, and some of the names are weighty; among them is 
Mr. Allan, his guardian, who charges him with wanton insult 
and ingratitude; the Faculty of Maryland University; the 
President of the Military Academy at West Point; the offi- 
| cers of the regiment from which he deserted; the publishers, 
White, Burton, Graham, and Godey, whose business he had 
injured or neglected, with others, who, being superfluous, are 
excluded. But one we must not omit,—the state’s evidence, 
—himself; for none have accused Poe of more numerous 
indefensible motives and actions than he admitted to be 
true. He accuses himself of deliberate falsehood, for the 
sake of sustaining appearances; of insulting a respectful 
audience, and a respectable literary association, solely in 
order to avenge himself upon a small clique, who he fancied 
had slighted him; of making public, unjust, and untrue alle- 
gations against an individual, without any evidence, satisfac- 
tory to himself, of their truth; and of experiencing a “ supe- 
rior relish for a row over all sublunary pleasures.” Here the 
prosecutor may be content to rest the case, though but a 
small fraction of the evidence is in; and we are glad to hear 
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his counsel call for the rebutting testimony. Mrs. Osgood 
testifies to his “chivalric, graceful, and almost tender rever- 
ence for all women who won his respect, and of his playful, 
witty, and affectionate behavior at home, both to his wife and 
visitors.” Mrs. Clemm, who speaks with a more intimate 
knowledge than any mere acquaintance could, says: “He 
was more than a son to myself, in his long-continued and 
affectionate observance of every duty to me.” 

Here we have reached the one oasis in his checkered and 
unhappy life; and most cheerfully do we accede to the plea 
of Mr. Willis, and agree with him “that there was goodness in 
Edgar A. Poe.” Indeed, this gentle home-character, which we 
cannot doubt, redeems his memory from many of the darker 
shadows that seem to rest upon it. It is pleasant to know, 
that, however irascible abroad and with strangers, he was 
always as kind to his delicate and gentle wife as the sin of 
habitual intemperance ever permits a man to be. Yet must 
we confess that this favorable testimony, coming from the 
persons who render it, impresses us more deeply with their 
charming character than with his, when we remember that 
those who saw this “ goodness” most clearly were both un- 
usually lovely and gentle women, who probably never hurt 
his self-esteem, never thwarted, never disputed him. The 
only other person who coincides with their view of his char- 
acter is Mr. Willis, himself remarkable for general urbanity 
of manner, and who expressly says, in his notice of Poe, that 
he always treated him with “ deferential courtesy,” — exactly 
the manner to suit this sensitive and wayward child of ge- 
nius. And thus we are forced to the conclusion, that it was 
only in a few exceptional cases, and where the sacrifice of 
dignity and pretension was all on the side of the other party, 
that Mr. Poe presented that winning and gentlemanly de- 
meanor described by Mrs. Osgood. 

That Poe had genius of a high order, both analytic and 
creative, no one thoroughly acquainted with his writings will 
deny. But he had also, to its fullest extent, and in its most 
virulent form, the cant of genius ; we mean that disposition 
exhibited by many of the erratic stars of literature to claim 
exemption, on account of their peculiarly fine temperament, 
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from the ordinary rules of morality, ever begging the indul- 
gence and tender judgment of their fellows on the very score 
of superiority,—a kind of perpetual plea for “ benefit of 
clergy” in the realm of letters, which ought to have been 
proscribed there when it was disowned by the law-courts of 
the fatherland. This cant, learned from the chronicles of 
Grub Street, and wholly unwarranted, either by the times in 
which Mr. Poe lived, or the circumstances under which he 
made his literary début, we regard as the weakest point in his 
character. It is a plea which any man should be ashamed to 
make. In the name of virtue, let it be for ever banished from 
the domain of letters in this Western World. 

The impression which is made by Poe’s writings, as a whole, 
is decidedly painful, the contrast is forced so perpetually upon 
us of what he was, and how he used his talents, with what 
he might have been, and might have accomplished, had he 
applied his energies to any one noble purpose. We find in 
him great mental power, but no mental health. His force 
was the preternatural activity of a strong imagination, which, 
curbless and uncontrolled, bore him whithersoever it would. 
Even his ambition had nothing ennobling in it. He “ strug- 
gled, labored, created, not,” as he tells us himself, “ because 
excellence is desirable, but because to be excelled, where there 
exists a power to excel, is unendurable.” If the human brain 
is indeed a palimpsest, as the author of “ Suspiria de Pro- 
fundis” suggests, and if all the inscriptions once written there 
are liable to be reproduced, then most assuredly should we 
pray for some more potent chemistry to blot out from our 
brain-roll for ever, beyond the power of future resurrection, 
the greater part of what has been inscribed upon it by the 
ghastly and charnel-hued pen of Edgar Allan Poe. Rather 
than remember all, we would choose to forget all that he has 
ever written. 
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Amone the thousand readers of the graceful pages in which 
Prescott has teld a portion of the tale of Philip IL, are there 
not some who will give a moment’s thought to that other 
Peninsular nation, which Philip with difficulty subdued, — that 
nation which occupied (old historians say) “the marrow of 
Spain,” medulla Hispanica, which founded the first of modern 
commercial empires, whose language is as sweet as the Span- 
ish is sonorous, and whose manners are melancholy as the 
Spanish are gay,—but whose career, like the Spanish, has 
been a sudden glory and a long decline? 

The origin of the kingdom of Portugal is the most ro- 
mantic, and at the same time the most democratic, in Europe. 
Count Henry of Burgundy received from Alfonso VI. of 
Spain the hand of the fair Theresa, and the sovereignty of as 
much land as he could conquer from the Moors. He won 
province after province. At his death his son Alfonso Hen- 
riques became Count in his stead, and in 1139 the brave and 
chivalrous Moors made one last vain eflort to resist him. On 
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the field of Ourique was fought a strange battle. Three hun- 
dred thousand Moors at the very least, chroniclers say, (believe 
it who can,) met thirteen thousand Christians, and were van- 
quished ; the five kings who had led them were slain, one by 
one, and their five shields still constitute the arms of Portugal. 
For a “ Portugal” there was thenceforth to be; the battle, 
as it proved, was not merely for a religion, but for a kingdom. 
Alfonso was crowned king upon the field by his victorious 
soldiers, and he in return raised the whole army to the rank 
of nobility. 

But this was not all. It took four years to consummate 
his declaration of independence, and to gain the papal con- 
sent to the new royalty, and it was not till 1143 that there 
was beheld at Lamego a ceremony unparalleled in the his- 
tory of coronations. In the church of Santa Maria de Alma- 
cava in Lamego, July 25, 1145, the cortes of the new nation 
was convoked, — clergy, officers, and a delegate from every 
town. Alfonso Henriques was present, seated on the throne, 
but without crown or sceptre. ‘The assembly was organized, 
and religious rites were performed. Then Lourenco Viegas, 
Alfonso’s secretary, rose and asked the assembly whether, ac- 
cording to the acclamations on the battle-field, since approved 
by the Pope, they accepted Don Alfonso for their king. 
*“ Yes!” was the enthusiastic shout. “ And his children after 
him?” asked Viegas. “ And his children after him,” they 
eagerly repeated. “ Shall we give him the ensigns of royal- 
ty?” was the next question. “In the name of God,” was the 
answer. Then the Archbishop of Braga placed upon his 
head a jewelled crown, once worn by the Gothic sovereigns ; 
and the king, drawing his sword, addressed the assembly : 
“ Blessed be God for his aid! By this sword your enemies 
have been subdued; and it is you who have raised me to be 
your king and comrade. Let laws now be made, for the 
peace of our nation.” Eighteen statutes were then made, 
called the Statues of Lamego, the Magna Charta of Portugal. 
The assembly assented to them all. Then came the last and 
greatest question. “ Is it your will,” Viegas said, “that your 
king should go to Leon, to pay tribute to that king, or to any 
other?” Then the whole assembly rose, and, waving their 
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naked swords, cried out, “ We are free; our king is free ; with 
our own hands we have won that freedom; and any king 
who yields it shall atone for it with his life” Then the 
king rose once more and said, “ Though it be my own son, 
he shall die.” And the Cortes was dissolved. 

We are not now entering upon a detailed history of Portu- 
gal, and cannot dwell upon this period longer. Yet there is 
one deed so prized among the annals of the nation, and so 
worthy of Greek or Roman fame, that we must not pass it by. 
Before the young Alfonso had dared to speak the word “ In- 
dependence,” the king of Leon, fearing his ambition, marched 
against him with an army, and besieged him at Guimaraes. 
At length the fortress yielded, and the unwilling barons were 
compelled to pledge their yet boyish king to remain the vas- 
sal of Leon. “ Who will be your security?” asked the for- 
eign monarch. “ I will answer for it with my head,” replied 
Dom Egas Moniz, the most powerful of them all. The 
young Alfonso grew to be a man; his people crowned him 
king, as we have seen, and with the full consent of the noble 
Egas Moniz. But the word given must be fulfilled ; the free- 
dom of the nation was the doom of the hostage. The Portu- 
guese Regulus called his family around him, bade his king and 
his friends farewell, and went, not unattended, toward the 
court of Leon. Arrived there, he bared his head and his feet, 
and bound a cord around his neck. His wife and children 
did the same. A sad and stately family, they appeared before 
the angry king. Thank God for human nature, we can add, 
that his anger yielded to admiration, and the noble family 
returned home uninjured. Egas Moniz was free, and so was 
Portugal. His ancient monument still remains near Porto ;— 
on one side the mournful procession to Leon, the father, the 
mother, the four children (these last seated upon one horse for 
economy of marble); on the other, the death-bed of the hero, 
with two angels bearing him to heaven. 

Our next glimpse of Portugal must be in the time of its 
greatest glory. We pass by events on which dramas have 
been founded, and others on which they well might be ;— the 
follies and reform of Alfonso the Hunter; the sorrows of liiez 
de Castro; the crimes and generosity of the Master of Avis; 
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the varied fortunes of Portugal for three hundred years. It 
was a history of tumult under the house of Braganza; it 
became a tale of glory under the house of Avis. “If Spain 
is the head of Europe,” said a writer of those days, “ Portugal 
is its diadem.” 

Human progress, philosophers say, moves in a spiral. The 
overland route to India, last in order of time, was also first. 
During the fifteenth century, of all the valuable Oriental traf- 
fic which enriched Europe, nothing passed around the un- 
known southern cape of Africa. The old Portuguese chron- 
iclers delight to speak of the toil and cost with which the 
varied spices and jewels of India had been carried westward. 
The Arabian Nights seem prosaic beside the mere catalogue 
of the names suggested by that magnificent merchandise. 
Great cities were built up by the fragrant commerce, — Ma- 
lacea, Ormuz, Calicut, Cambay, and Aden. To Malacca 
came the gold and silver of Lugon, the sandal-wood of 
Timor, the mace, cloves, and nutmegs of Banda, the camphor 
of Borneo, the spices, drugs, dyes, and perfumes of China, 
Java, and Siam. From Malacca they went to Ormuz, in 
Persia, whither were brought also the rubies of Pegu and 
Ceylon, the pearls of Calicare, the diamonds of Narsingah, the 
silks of Bengal. The accumulated treasures went up the 
Persian Gulf to Bassora, and thence in caravans to Armenia, 
Trebisond, Aleppo, Damascus, and Beyrut; or by Suez to 
Cairo and Alexandria. To Alexandria and Beyrut the Eu- 
ropean traders flocked for their superb trailic, and thus it 
was that Venice held the gorgeous East in fee. But beyond 
these ports the East was all, up to that epoch, in Moham- 
medan hands, and their wealthy dominion terminated from 
the moment when the little caravels of Vasco de Gama, 
half scattered by the Stormy Cape, dropped anchor off the 
River of Good Signs. 

It was in 1497, the year before Columbus reached the 
mouth of the Orinoco; the year after that proud treaty in 
which Spain and Portugal divided the empire of the seas 
between themselves. Portugal had rejected Columbus, not 
from want of enterprise, but from excess of it, thinking she 
did not need him. For the nation had possessed, early in 
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the century, a prince who had no equal in that age for love of 
science, and energy in directing maritime enterprise. There 
remains a noble portrait of Prince Henry, with his books and 
maps around him,—a knightly figure, in complete armor, 
with such a brow and eyes as modern royalty can seldom 
show. Before Columbus, he had sent his ships (a. p. 1412) 
beyond Cape Non, which, as its name implies, was then the 
ne plus ultra; and then beyond Cape Bojador, so named by 
the sailors after they had compassed (bojar) its vast length of 
forty leagues. “The new labor of Hercules,” this daring 
deed was called at the time. Then Madeira was discovered, 
then the Azores; then they passed (perhaps unconsciously) 
the equinoctial line; for we know that Henry’s captains, 
wherever they went, left inscribed his motto, “ Talent de bien 
faire,” and in 1525 Loanza, a Spanish captain, found that de- 
vice on the bark of a tree on the isle of St. Matthew (two 
degrees south latitude). 

Four miles from Lisbon stands the chapel of Belem on 
the sea-shore, rich in architectural beauty, richer in one great 
memory. Thither, on July 7, 1497, went Vasco de Gama, 
with his companions, to spend a night of vigils before deeds 
at which the world should wonder. The monks of the con- 
vent of Thomar watched with them, their sole attendants, 
and administered to them the sacrament. As the voyagers 
went forth from the chapel the next morning, all Lisbon was 
before them on the beach, an innumerable host. Holy brother- 
hoods marched with candles ; priests in gorgeous robes sang 
anthems ; the whole multitude responded to a solemn ritual, 
and knelt while the captains confessed and were absolved, for 
the last time. Then gradually the murmurs of the people 
swelled into a wild outcry; one after another burst into tears ; 
De Gama himself wept at last.” Then they embarked, the 
sails were spread, and those weeping thousands lingered on 
the shore till the last of the little vessels disappeared. “ There- 
fore,” says the sympathetic old chronicler, “that spot may well 
be styled henceforward Praia das Lagrimas, the Beach of 
Tears.” 

How nice is the balance in which human glory is weighed! 
Columbus is the greatest of all voyagers. Vasco de Gama is 
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the second. But Sir Philip Sidney has well said that the fall 
is greater from first to second, than from second to lowest. 
Both these men sailed for the same great prize, — India: 
Vasco de Gama succeeded, and won it; Columbus failed, 
and won something incomparably greater. Which was really 
the more extraordinary man? The sailors of Columbus mu- 
tinied, so did those of De Gama; the superstition which 
checked navigation westward was no stronger than that 
which restrained it on the southward; the open sea was 
safer than the terrible coast of Africa; De Gama met fiercer 
storms and far fiercer men, for who could compare the mild 
West Indian tribes with the fearless and crafty Moors, mo- 
nopolizing the Eastern seas and enraged at the approach of a 
rival? 

But it needed two great men to give this new Eastern 
world to Portugal. Alfonso de Albuquerque was its nobler 
Cortez and its humaner Pizarro. Vasco de Gama made the 
name of Portugal the wonder of the Eastern world; Almeida 
made it feared and hated; Albuquerque made it feared and 
loved. He entered on his vice-royalty in 1506, and began his 
career of victories by the capture of Ormuz. The king of 
Ormuz had, it is said, thirty thousand men against five hun- 
dred invaders; but Albuquerque had courage and cannon. 
The day after the victory, an envoy happened to arrive from 
the king of Persia, to demand the tribute which the conquered 
sovereign had hitherto paid. Timidly, the vanquished mon- 
arch referred the ambassador to the victor. Albuquerque filled 
a vase with bullets and spear-heads. “ Behold,” said he, “the 
tribute which is paid by the king of Portugal and of India.” 
Albuquerque conquered Goa, and Malacca, which became his 
eastern and western capitals. At both these places he coined 
money and created commerce. He planned that his succes- 
sors should in these very colonies levy armies and build fleets, 
and it was done. The kings of Siam, Sumatra, and Pegu 
voluntarily did him homage. ‘There are dark deeds enough 
in the history of Portuguese India; but none of these stain 
the fame of Albuquerque. He ruled not by martial law, but 
by open courts of justice. “ The trophies of our victories,” 
says the contemporary historian, “are not bruised helmets 
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and warlike engines ; but cities, islands, and kingdoms, first 
humbled under our feet, and then joyfully owning our govern- 
ment.” The princes of India put on mourning at his death; 
and afterwards the Mohammedans and Gentoos of Goa, when 
wronged by any Portuguese, were wont to go and weep at 
his tomb, and call upon his God to revenge their wrongs. 

But ere he died, he knew the statesman’s agony. Return- 
ing once to Goa from Ormuz, whither he had gone for the 
recovery of his health, he heard that Lope de Soares, whom 
he had sent back to Portugal as a prisoner, had been sent out 
again to supersede him. Instantly there was a relapse in 
his disease, and he died the next day; first writing, with 
trembling hand, this proud last letter to his faithless king: 
“Sire, I leave an only son, for whom I ask your protection. 
I claim no other recompense for any services. What I have 
already done, may speak for what I might have done.” 

The decay of Portugal had begun. The prophecy of an 
Indian prince came true: “The Portuguese have conquered 
Asia, but Asia will soon conquer them.” The new riches 
corrupted first the viceroys abroad, and then the court at 
home. We have seen how Albuquerque died. His best fol- 
lowers perished, De Castro on the scaffold, Ataide of despair. 
These were all poor men. It was said of the last-named, 
“ Other officers carried great treasures from Asia to Portugal ; 
he took only jars of water.” The jars came from the four 
great rivers, Tigris, Euphrates, Indus, and Ganges, and were 
for many years preserved in his castle. Later viceroys de- 
nounced this poverty as madness, and soon began a different 
career. Fancy never conceived, Pizarro never exhibited, a 
cruelty more atrocious, than was daily exercised in the Por- 
tuguese East Indies. Viceroys ruled for a three years’ term, 
brought away riches, and left agonies behind. The Indians 
said that the Portuguese were the lions of the human race, 
and thanked God that they were equally few. “ Avarice and 
ambition,” said the mourning Camoens, “now in India openly 
defy God and justice.” 

The times were evil at home also. The brave Sebastian 
weakened his nation, first by his victories, and then by his 
fall. In his rash valor he fought a hundred thousand Moors 
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with sixteen thousand Portuguese at Alcacarquiver, in Africa. 
He died upon the field, his crown lost; since which event, in 
sad memorial of that deep disaster, no monarch of Portugal 
has placed the crown upon his head on his coronation-day. 
But the enthusiasm which ruined the nation so endeared him 
to its heart, that for years afterward the people still believed 
that he had not died, and looked for his return ; and when his 
weak successor, Cardinal Henry, expired, and the strong arm 
of Philip II. of Spain seized the crownless throne, the peace 
of the nation was still broken, again and again, by counterfeit 
Sebastians. It is touching to see how many an oppressed 
nation clings to the second coming of its heroes, — rex quon- 
dam, rexque futurus. In the Peninsular war, Sebastian was 
looked for again, — again in 1838,— and even now there is a 
party of Sebastianistas in Portugal. 

The decay of the nation had begun, but not before it had 
made its mark upon literature as well as history. Those 
glories educated, that decline stimulated, the genius of Ca- 
moens. His life commenced in the year after the death of 
Albuquerque (1517), and ended in the year after the death of 
Sebastian (1579); thus spanning the interval between triumph 
and decline. What a tragedy was the poet’s own life mean- 
while! Brave, generous, patient, laborious, accomplished, 
fascinating, he died sick, starving, forgotten; the defeat of 
Alcacarquivir giving, it is thought, the last blow to his heroic 
spirit. His dying words were of sad rejoicing, that he per- 
ished with his country, —“ ao menos morro com ella.” Fifteen 
years after, they wrote upon his tomb: “ Here lies the prince 
among the poets of his age; he lived poor and miserable, and 
he died the same.” Yet when this Camoens swam to the 
beach of Cochin-China, holding his poem above the waves in 
his hand, it was the renown of Portugal that he bore. What 
would his country have had remaining, if that hand had lost 
its grasp? But, at this day, Camoens is, to almost all, the 
shadow of a name. No wonder that it is so. Time has not, 
indeed, impaired the fame of Dante, any more than of the 
greater Shakespeare ; but the same cannot be said of ‘Tasso 
and Ariosto, and how could Camoens, writing in a less known 
language a poem similar in structure to theirs, expect to es- 
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cape their fate? Nay, there are no gondoliers to prolong the 
sweetness of his strain; no great astronomer, to attribute to 
him, as Galileo did to Ariosto, the perfect beauty of his own 
scientific style; no Professor Marsand, to collect a library of 
nine hundred commentaries, like the Bibliotheca Petrarchen- 
sis at Padua ;— only the sad and patient Portuguese, clinging 
to their one poet, and waiting for another, as they waited for 
Sebastian. We have heard of the homo unius libri; here is a 
nation of one book. 

Yet there are stately charms in the Lusiad, worthy of the 
sweet language in which it is written. It has the Italian 
graces, — beauty of melody, descriptive eloquence, and occa- 
sional fine touches of feeling. It is, to be sure, disfigured by 
a cumbrous mythology; yet perhaps its narration has a nobler 
interest than that of the Orlando or the Gierusalemme, even if 
it shows less skill of invention. Humboldt, in his Cosmos, 
has compared its descriptions of nature with theirs, and given 
the Portuguese epic the palm. Mickle has done for Camoens 
what Hoole did for the Italian poets, — the most, namely, that 
a feeble translator can do. But if the number of foreign ver- 
sions gives fame, the Lusiad has it. It is said that there have 
been five complete translations into Italian, four into Spanish, 
four into French, four into German, three into English, and 
one each into Swedish, Danish, and Russian, to say nothing 
of six into Latin and one into Hebrew, — thirty in all. 

We return to the annals of Portugal. Philip IL. had a bet- 
ter claim to the throne than most usurpers have, and yet he 
was a usurper. His mother was the lineal heir, and forfeited 
the prospect of Portuguese royalty only in assuming Spanish 
royalty ; for such was the penalty, by the statutes of Lamego, 
of marrying a foreigner. The crown thus devolved on her 
sister, Donna Catharina of Braganza; but her claim was con- 
tested by her cousin, Dom Antonio. The poor King Henry 
died, in 1580, and named five regents to do what he alone 
could have done, — to decide upon his heir. The nobles were 
loyal to Catharina; the people loved Antonio. It was the 
old story, the two disputants had the shells left to them at 
last, while the astute Philip devoured the oyster. But Philip 
had first tried in vain to seduce Antonio and to terrify Catha- 
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rina. Both were faithful to the nationality of Portugal. 
Philip bought everything that had a price; but the people 
could not all be bought, nor is there anything in modern 
history more stern and heroic than the protest solemnly pre- 
pared at Lisbon by Martin Fernandez, a ropemaker, and An- 
tonio Pirez, a potter, against the infamy of those nobles who 
were conspiring to betray their country. “ Beware!” was the 
final warning; “if every noble proves treacherous, there are 
still twenty thousand of the people of Lisbon who will rise 
against you.” In vain, in vain. What were the brave Lisbon 
mechanics, — what were the heroic peasant-women, who, like 
the Moorish women on that soil before them, enrolled them- 
selves in bands and fought for their firesides, — what was all 
the patriotism of Portugal, against the diplomacy of Philip 
and the armies of his terrible duke? The nation was con- 
quered, and its capital brutally pillaged. “Philip did not 
leave one man alive in the city,” says a Portuguese historian, 
“whose talents or character made him formidable”; and for 
years the peasants by the sea-side abstained from eating the 
fishes, which they believed to have been fed upon the dead 
bodies of their countrymen. Antonio wandered an exile, 
while no bribe could win his followers to betray him. Cath- 
arina’s husband and son submitted to the conqueror, but she 
never did; and even when he wished, long afterwards, to es- 
pouse the widowed queen, she repelled his suit for the sake 
of her children. Others there were, also, who resisted him to 
the last. When Philip came to Lisbon, it is said, his first 
question was, “ Where is Camoens?” It only reminded those 
whom he sought to conciliate, of the poet-patriot’s dying 
words. But this people was sad and broken, deprived of 
many of its leaders, divided by those party feuds which al- 
ways grow from a disputed succession. Philip tyrannized at 
will; Portugal only sighed and waited for Sebastian. Ac- 
cordingly, six counterfeit Sebastians rose and fell,—rose in 
insurrection, fell in ignominy. 

We shall pass lightly over that period of shame known by 
Portuguese writers, with a reminiscence of the sorrows of 
Israel, as the “Sixty Years of Captivity.” Mr. Prescott’s 
graceful pen will soon describe it. We shall wait with eager- 
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ness to see what view he takes of Philip’s treatment of Por- 
tugal, and especially of his failure to protect the new domin- 
ion by the same strength and skill which conquered it. It 
would be sad to give, item by item, the inventory of the grad- 
ual ruin which swept away all that gorgeous foreign empire, 
each year now bringing fresh loss, as each year had once been 
marked by new conquests. ‘The Moors at Madeira, the Eng- 
lish at Pernambuco, the French at Rio de Janeiro, and the 
Dutch everywhere, found an easy prey in the Portuguese do- 
minions, (from 1594 to 1630,) and whatever the name of 
Philip may have meant in Europe, it had no spell beyond the 
seas. 

No French revolution was ever so rapid as that which at 
length set Portugal free once more. Philip’s weak grandchild 
reigned. ‘There was a secret patriotic conspiracy of five hun- 
dred men and women, with the wise head of Richelieu be- 
hind it. On the Ist of December, 1640, the Vice-queen 
Margaret, and her hated secretary, Vasconcellos, reigned un- 
disturbed, at sunrise. At eight o’clock a pistol was fired, and 
within six hours Vasconcellos was executed, Margaret con- 
fined in her own apartments, the fortress surrendered by her 
order, and the Duke of Braganza “acclaimed” as Joam IV. of 
Portugal. In the evening the shops of Lisbon were open as 
usual, nor would a stranger have known that a people had 
been set free that day. In Brazil the Dutch, who had easily 
conquered a nation of slaves, were as easily expelled by a 
nation of freemen; Madeira and the Azores banished the 
Spaniards; in the Oriental possessions the change of govern- 
ment was hailed with enthusiasm; and there was once more 
a free and united Portugal. The new king reigned bravely, 
with his braver wife at his side, but for whose prompt hero- 
ism he would have shrunk from the leadership of a revolution 
so daring. 

Our next glimpse of Portugal must be during the reign of 
Joam V., that most superstitious of modern kingly devotees. 
He ascended the throne in 1706. During this time the vast 
wealth of Brazil was flowing in upon Portugal, out of which 
the Pope’s proportion was, at some periods, nearly one million 
dollars a year. All the ecclesiastical arrangements of the 
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kingdom were upon a corresponding scale. There were eight 
hundred religious establishments, comprising one tenth part 
of the population. There was founded a national hierarchy 
without parallel in Modern Europe. The vestments of the 
“ Patriarch ” were closely copied from those of the Pope, and 
there was a sacred college of twenty-four prelates, robed in 
scarlet like cardinals. For this costly toy the king paid annu- 
ally $350,000, and got in return from Rome, by the bull of 
1748, the title of “Most Faithful.” Not satisfied with this, 
he erected the vast edifice of Mafra, said to be the largest 
building in the world, and best known by the description in 
Beckford’s Vathek. More wonderful yet was, perhaps, that 
chapel which he built in the church of St. Roque, to gratify 
the Jesuits. It was probably the richest in the world, in pro- 
portion to its size; seventeen feet long, twelve broad, and 
costing more than a million dollars, for every nook and corner 
was gorgeous with the rarest marbles and the most exquisite 
mosaics, with lapis lazuli, porphyry, amethyst, chrysolite, ala- 
baster, silver, and gold. On the other hand, there was during 
his reign neither order, nor industry, nor morality ; all branch- 
es of business declined, the army and navy were almost anni- 
hilated, and the forts went to decay. The king died imbecile, 
leaving a national debt of $ 14,000,000, and a kingdom on the 
verge of ruin, which seemed inevitable had not a powerful 
hand been stretched in time to save it. 

We refer to the famous minister of Joam VI., “o Grande 
Marques,” — Sebastian Joseph de Carvalho e Mello, Conde 
d’Oeyras e Marques de Pombal. Pombal was one of the 
legitimate succession of historical great men; a man of the 
Cromwell stamp, yet trained, not among Puritans, but by En- 
cyclopedists; a man of iron will, immense administrative 
powers, and hands clean of bribery, but not of blood. No 
European statesman of his day did greater things. He abol- 
ished autos da fé, or made them bloodless; he blessed the 
whole world by banishing the Jesuits; he alone of all men 
trembled not, when the solid earth shook beneath doomed 
Lisbon; he rebuilt that city, and with equal ease created 
finances, commerce, treaties, armies, universities, and secured 
thorough order in Portugal. But that word thorough was as 
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terrible on Pombal’s lips as on Strafford’s. Under his admin- 
istration, men were beheaded, broken on the wheel, and dis- 
membered by wild horses; and on his removal from office, 
eight hundred political prisoners were set at liberty in a day. 
It is not strange that his history has been written only by in- 
dignant or by idolizing biographers, and it is hard to strike 
the balance. His merits and defects both arose partly from 
his familiarity with England and France ; his effort being to 
create, by force of will, institutions which national character 
alone could sustain. His great career began and ended with 
the king’s; the instant the master died, the minister lost pow- 
er, the priests regained it; and for the rest of his days, Pom- 
bal was a banished and persecuted man. Heir to the glory 
of Albuquerque and Camoens, he shared their fate. He saw 
his best works undone, and his name degraded. His medal- 
lion was removed from the king’s statue in the market-place, 
and an ill-carved ship substituted. The old man looked at it 
with a stern smile. “ An emblem of Portugal,” he said, “un- 
der full sail, but with neither ballast nor helmsman.” 

Since the fall of Pombal, the history of Portugal has been 
a course of external dependency and internal revolutions. 
England, especially, has constantly reappeared as the “ pro- 
tector” of the weaker empire, with that kind of protection 
most galling to its recipient. “The English,” said recently 
the London Examiner, “ always behave ill to nations whom 
they succor. In the Peninsular war, no opportunity was lost 
of affronting the prejudices of the Spanish and Portuguese.” 
Certainly, in the latter nation at least, it left more embittered 
feeling against the defender than against the invader, the im- 
pression being deeply rooted in Portugal, that it was the fixed 
policy of England to destroy the manufacturing industry of 
the Peninsula. 

The assistance of foreign nations was again invoked in the 
Miguelite wars. Dom Pedro was left heir to the throne on 
the death of his father, in 1826; but having declared his own 
empire of Brazil to be independent of Portugal, he was de- 
barred by an oath from claiming his hereditary crown. He 
therefore named in his place his daughter Donna Maria, offer- 
ing at the same time a constitution to the people. Miguel, 
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his brother, usurped the throne. Every part of the Portuguese 
possessions yielded to his power, except the one island of 
Terceira, in the Azores; and thither retreated the adherents 
of the elder line, comprising the most honored and influential 
families of Portugal. They remained there for six years, after 
which time Dom Pedro succeeded in organizing a naval expe- 
dition, and transporting from Terceira to Portugal an army of 
eight thousand men. The army of Dom Miguel numbered 
eighty thousand. Yet there never was a reverse of fortune 
more complete than his; and with the aid of England and 
France, the Emperor of Brazil swept all Portugal. In May, 
1834, Dom Miguel pledged himself to abstain from all future 
interference with the affairs of the nation; and in the fol- 
lowing September the heroic Dom Pedro died, having first 
abolished monasteries throughout the Portuguese dominions, 
and established a system of public schools. 

Donna Maria II. was declared of age at sixteen, and at 
once assumed the throne. She was married first to the Duke 
of Leuchtenberg, and again, after bis death, to Prince Ferdi- 
nand of Saxe-Coburg Gotha, cousin of the English Prince Al- 
bert. Her Majesty, like the British queen, was an unimpeach- 
able wife and mother, and her court presented a very diflerent 
moral spectacle from the neighboring court of Spain. But 
Donna Maria, unlike Victoria, knew neither how to govern 
for herself, nor how to select her advisers, and hence a series 
of revolutions, in which only foreign support kept her throne 
from falling. ‘The history of Portugal for twenty years is the 
history of the oppressions of its people, and of the intrigues 
and hostilities of its public men. Of these men we shall 
mention but three: Costa Cabral, who appears to have been 
the evil genius of the queen; Albuquerque, her good genius; 
and Saldanha, her perpetual compromise between the two. 
The sources of information respecting these men, and the 
events in which they took part, lie only in newspapers, pam- 
phlets, and oral anecdotes and opinions. It is therefore neces- 
sary to speak of them with caution. 

Antonio Bernardo da Costa Cabral, Conde de Thomar, the 
favorite counsellor of Donna Maria, and to the people the 
hated. personification of tyranny, was a soldier of fortune from 
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the beginning. “In 1828,” said a gentleman to us, “I saw 
him in Terceira without a peso in his pocket. When I last 
visited Lisbon, I saw no valuable garden or estate that was 
not pointed out to me as the property of the Conde de 'Tho- 
mar.” So prominent is this love of personal acquisition, that 
a popular soubriquet has altered his name to Tomar, which 
signifies to grasp. He was identified with every oppressive 
measure of the late administration, and with a few wise and 
sagacious ones. He repeatedly regained his power over the 
queen when she had been compelled to dismiss him. He 
controlled the Cortes by systematic bribery, so that, after per- 
forming the most arbitrary acts during the intermission of 
their sittings, he could always obtain a bill of indemnity after- 
wards. ‘lhe progress of popular sentiment has however per- 
manently driven him from power, and left him wealth only. 

The Conde de Saldanha, the present prime minister of Por- 
tugal, is a grandson of Pombal, a thorough soldier, and the 
idol of the army. “ Maria,” said the victorious Dom Pedro 
to the late queen, “ Marshal Saldanha has saved your empire; 
regard him as your second father.” The king referred to the 
services of Saldanha in the Miguelite civil war, since which 
he has been generalissimo of the forces, and often in the min- 
istry. His political career has not, however, been remarkable 
‘for consistency. He has allowed himself to be ranked among 
the early supporters of more than one revolution, though he 
has never risked his fortunes by an entire adherence to any, 
whence his nickname of Cincoenta-quatro Caras,—* Fifty- 
four Faces.” 

Luiz da Silva Monsinho d’ Albuquerque is the name of a 
nobler man than either of these, — a man worthy of the high 
associations of the name, and one who needed only a grander 
field of action to have made his mark on the age. We should 
say this, if we knew him only from his writings and from ad- 
mitted history; but we have been also privileged with the 
personal acquaintance of his widow and his daughters, ladies 
whose high character and uncommon cultivation are the best 
testimony to the influence of their idolized husband and fa- 
ther. This modern Albuquerque was bern at Lisbon, June 
16,1792. It is not the least of his honors, that he was the 
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first among the youth of Portugal to break through that fixed 
prejudice which more than in any other European country 
stamps even mercantile and professional labor as incompatible 
with social position. He devoted himself to the study of the 
natural sciences and of engineering. He spent for this purpose 
three years in Paris; and on his return composed works on 
chemical and educational subjects, which not merely aston- 
ished Portugal, but won the warm praises of Gay-Lussac, 
Chaptal, and the French Academy. He had previously pub- 
lished some volumes of poems which have become Portuguese 
classics. He was soon appointed Director of the Mint, and 
received a commission as Lieutenant of Engineers, and in the 
midst of these duties gave gratuitous lectures on the physical 
sciences. No one, who does not know the absolute torpor of 
the lives of Portuguese young men of good family, can ap- 
preciate the vigor of character which these things show. He 
was just entering upon a scientific survey of the kingdom, 
when the Miguelite civil war broke out. In that war he, of 
course, took the side of Dom Pedro and Donna Maria, and 
performed an honorable part, both as a soldier and as a diplo- 
matist. After the success of the young queen, he was ap- 
pointed Governor of Madeira, where, with his accustomed en- 
ergy and skill, he constructed roads, bridges, and aqueducts, 
which still remain as his memorials. When recalled, and ap- 
pointed Inspector of Public Works, he performed similar 
achievements at home, among which may be named the sus- 
pension bridge of Douro, and the restoration of the celebrated 
abbey of Batalha. 

After a few years of peace, the revolutionary movements 
were renewed. ‘The queen and her husband were equally 
youthful; their sympathies inclined to arbitrary power, and 
repeated encroachments were made upon the liberal charter 
granted by Dom Pedro. These called forth revolts, one in 
1836, another in 1838, and so on; while the guerilla bands of 
Miguelistas ravaged the country in the intervals. The queen 
changed her ministry again and again. Albuquerque and 
Saldanha were sometimes in the cabinet, sometimes among 
the insurgents. In the military talents of the latter, in the 
wisdom and virtues of the former, the weak sovereign felt a 
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vacillating confidence. As the influence of the wily Costa 
Cabral gathered over her, she still seemed to turn to Albu- 
querque, in all emergencies, as the only man in whose dis- 
interestedness she could trust; and his family still carefully 
treasure a long series of the notes and messages with which 
she summoned her truest friend to her side, whether in or out 
of her ministry, during the perplexities of long and weary 
years. His influence was always thrown in favor of a liberal 
monarchical government. He loved the queen, while he 
loved the freedom of Portugal. But there were a hundred 
factions whose leaders loved themselves alone, while the 
strong diplomacy of England aimed merely to preserve peace 
and order, let freedom meet what fate it might. It is not 
strange, therefore, if its destiny grew hopeless. 

The encroachments of the court went on. Costa Cabral 
was in full power. The queen showed the despotic blood of 
Hapsburg, and learned as little by experience as if she had 
been a Bourbon. In April, 1846, broke forth the most formi- 
dable of all the insurrections, provoked by new oppressions 
under the form of taxation, vexatious sanatory laws, and re- 
strictions on the press. It was called the Revolution of 
Maria da Fonte ; its first actors were peasant-women, and 
their first demonstration consisted in burying an obnoxious 
priest up to his neck in the earth. Ina few weeks thousands 
of peasants were in revolt. It was boasted that no murders 
or robberies took place, no liberation of culprits from the jails, 
and no acts of unnecessary violence; though on this point 
the interred priest might have had something to say. The 
revolt spread to all classes. ‘The revolutionary forces were 
under the control of three Juntas, or committees, at the head 
of one of which was Albuquerque, who had for several years 
lived secluded from public affairs. The frightened queen, as 
usual, sent to consult with him at last. Under his influence, 
she pledged herself to change her ministry, and to revoke the 
offensive regulations. A new cabinet was formed in June, 
Albuquerque being Minister of the Interior. He remained in 
office for a month only. Within that time the intrigues of 
Costa Cabral had prevailed. ‘The queen did not dare to re- 
appoint him to the ministry, but she sent him to Madrid, and 
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in October she summoned Saldanha to be Premier, with the 
understanding that the policy of the obnoxious administration 
was to be restored. During this interval, the revolution had 
redoubled its strength. Albuquerque, with chivalrous confi- 
dence in his sovereign’s promises, had personally pledged 
himself to the insurgents, that their wrongs should be re- 
dressed. The Queen’s word was forfeited, and he had no 
alternative. Another Egas Moniz, he threw himself into the 
popular ranks once more. The object of the “ Progresistas ” 
was not a republic, but a liberal monarchy. Their policy 
now was to induce the queen to take refuge on board an 
English vessel, (by which her throne would have been legally 
forfeited,) and then to proclaim her young son as king, under 
a regency. Everything now seemed hopeful for them. Al- 
most the whole army had deserted the queen, when the 
favorite general, Saldanha, who had been until this time ab- 
sent from the kingdom, was recalled by the royal appoint- 
ment. Contrary to all expectation, he took the side of the 
throne, accepted his office, brought back the army to its al- 
legiance, marched it against the popular forces, and defeated 
them at the twice famous locality of Torres Vedras, on which 
occasion the generous Albuquerque was mortally wounded. 
This was on December 23d, 1846. From this moment the 
revolution was lowered in character, though not in numbers. 
The coalition between the “ Progresistas ” and “ Miguelistas ” 
forfeited the moral power of the popular movement. But the 
moral weakness of the royal party was so plainly manifest, 
that nothing but an external interference could save it. That 
interference came from England, France, and Spain. 

Our readers will remember the exciting debates in Parlia- 
ment, in 1847, on the Portuguese question; in which the 
cabinet was defended by Lord John Russell, Sir Robert Peel, 
Mr. Macaulay, Lord Palmerston, and the Duke of Wellington, 
while Lord Stanley and Lord George Bentinck united with 
Messrs. Hume and Duncombe in the attack upon it. It was 
asserted in those debates, that “the real strength, property, 
talent, and numbers of the nation appeared to be on the side 
of the insurgents,” and it was afterwards estimated that the 
cost of the policy pursued by England was not less than a 
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million pounds sterling. It seems now, that the intervention 
was, according to the usual practice in such cases, in the in- 
terest of despotism. ‘The queen had not yet learned her les- 
son; her promises to Lord Palmerston were soon forgotten, 
Costa Cabral was restored to the cabinet, and in 1850 oc- 
curred yet another outbreak, this time headed by Saldanha, 
who succeeded at last in placing himself in power, from 
which he has not since been ejected. His government has 
been on the whole a moderate one; there has been an amnes- 
ty for political offences, and no very oppressive legislation. 
Donna Maria died in 1854; in 1855 the young king, Pedro, 
assumed the throne, at the age of seventeen. His character 
and abilities might give the hope of a better future for Por- 
tugal, were there not some political diseases too deeply seated 
for the strongest to suppress, or the wisest to heal. 

To give a survey of Portuguese literature would require 
the microscopic industry of that unfortunate Bettinelli, whose 
“ fifty-six primary sonneteers” are embalmed in Sydney 
Smith’s satire. Adamson has gone far enough in that direc- 
tion, but has produced nothing from all his poets comparable 
to Elizabeth Barrett’s imaginary sonnets from the Portuguese. 
Among the earlier names least thoroughly forgotten are those 
of Gil Vicente, to read whose comedies Erasmus studied the 
language, Saa de Miranda, Antonio Ferreira, and the accom- 
plished nun, Violante do Ceo. For the present, the literary 
reputation of the Peninsula appears to be monopolized by a 
man who has really deserved well of his country, the Chey- 
alier J. B. de Almeida-Garrett. This gentleman is not un- 
known on this side of the Atlantic, having negotiated, in his 
public character, the existing treaty between Portugal and the 
United States. He has been a traveller and a student; his 
writings show a remarkable familiarity with English and 
French literature, and, to some extent, with the German also: 
and his metrical translation into our language of his own 
ballad-romance of “ Bernal Francez” is really a remarkable 
feat of literary skill. His writings cover quite a wide range 
of style and subject; his most favorite work being, perhaps, 
the “ Viagens em minha terra,” or “ Travels at Home,” which 
is a very agreeable series of sketches, though rather an ob- 
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vious imitation of the French models, and perhaps exhibit- 
ing less originality than some of his other productions. 

In fact, Portuguese literature suffers in general, like that of 
many other European nations, by the usurpation of French 
thoughts, topics, and phrases. French is at Lisbon, as else- 
where on the Continent, the language of society and of belles- 
lettres. We have known persons in a Portuguese colony, 
who gave us as a sufficient reason for learning French, that 
“they were going to Lisbon”; and others who, more pathet- 
ically still, studied it “in order to have something to read.” 
It is diflicult to recall a nation from decay, when even its 
language is declining; and it is no wonder that foreigners 
despise the Portuguese idiom, if its very children disclaim 
it. But who has heard without loving it that sweet and 
tender tongue,—the sweetest perhaps of all the European 
dialects save the Italian only,— not gliding, like that, in one 
sinuous cascade of sound, but shivered into multitudinous 
syllables, forming a cadenced whole, —*the silver fragments 
of a broken voice”? Lacking some of the stateliness of the 
Spanish, it escapes also its hoarse aspirates; the predomi- 
nance of nasal consonants, offending the eye, vanishes when 
the language is fitly spoken, and the m’s and x’s melt away 
upon lovely lips into the sweetness of Italian vowels. In 
some of the Portuguese islands the words are pronounced 
with a rising inflection, ascending at the end of each sentence 
into a sort of chant, which we have found indescribably fas- 
cinating. ‘The more we have known of the language, the 
more graceful it has seemed, and we have heard an American 
resident of fifty years declare that he found new beauties in 
it every day. It was hardly fair, therefore, in Sismondi, to call 
the Portuguese language /’ Espagnol désossé ; as unjust as the 
parallel proverb, “ Deprive a Spaniard of his virtues, and you 
have a good Portuguese.” ‘The difference between the na- 
tions and between the languages is not in strength, but in 
tone and key. In Spain there is still the pride of the Castil- 
ian, as in a living present, a satisfaction, though not a stim- 
ulus. In Portugal, though the same magnificent names that 
fill the ancient traditions still sound upon the modern ear, 
yet all men know that they have outlived their glory, and 
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belong to the past alone. There is no joy in the nation. 
That strain of melancholy which critics remark as unequalled 
in its poetry, pervades all else. The viola tinkles at the door 
of the cottage, but it summons to no gay fandango, only to 
the slow and monotonous chimarita. The idlest popular 
songs are sometimes set to music which is capable of the ex- 
tremity of pathos. The spell reaches the phrases of the lan- 
guage. There is none of that magnificent indignation which 
flashes for centuries on the lips of stronger races, still light- 
ning, though innocuous ; but a perpetual “ Paciencia” is the 
one word to which the people’s tongue is turned. There are 
many mourning nations, but none whose doom is so deep as 
that of Portugal. She waited for her Sebastian, till her hope 
grew dim. Her remaining strength, if strength she had, has 
gone out into the young empire of Brazil; and she sits with 
her dark and sweet-voiced children around her, a widow, clad 
in life-long sables, and weeping eternal tears. 


Arr. X.—1. Lamartine: Cours fanilier de Littérature. 

2. Vicror Huco: Les Contemplations ; Les Chatiments. 

3. Avexis pe Tocquevitte: L’ Ancien Régime et la Révolu- 
tion. 

4. Cousin: Madame de Chevreuse ; Madame de Hautefort. 

5. MonratemBert: Lord Palmerston et Pie IX. 


Ir is the commonest of all things to hear said now, (both in 
and out of France,) that since the coup d'état of December, 
1851, there is no liberty of intelligence in that country, that 
the whole system of government goes against intellectual de- 
velopment, that the human mind to be fruitful must be free, 
and that, in short, if the present state of the nation were to 
endure, France would, mentally, sink into a fifth-rate power, 
instead of being, as she has so long been, at the head of the 
literature of the world. Some truth there is in all this, no 
doubt, and, should the present régime endure, in its present 
form, (which is next to an impossibility,) the level of men’s 
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moral natures in France would be so low, that it would cer- 
tainly be difficult for them to rise to any eminence in the 
sphere of intellect. But this is to be feared only for the gen- 
eration tocome. In the case of that which now actually ex- 
ists, all the good effects of tyranny are strongly visible. We 
must explain. If you oppress free men, — men who have been 
used to let their faculties expand under the guardianship of 
liberal institutions, — men whose fame is the result of such in- 
stitutions, and whose belief in them has the enthusiasm ofa 
religious creed, — if, we say, you oppress such men as these, 
you increase their force, and therefore their value, a hundred 
or a thousand fold; you give them for resistance a capacity 
they had not for co-operation ; you furnish them with a lever 
whereby to lift the globe, and many a one who, in his own 
party, is merely counted among the rank and file, becomes a 
general, if by attacking him you oblige him to put forth all 
the energies God has granted him, of which he himself was 
perhaps ignorant till then. No! when tyranny comes upon 
free men in all their maturity, it never crushes them intel- 
lectually; on the contrary, it makes combatants, and often 
heroes, of them. But if tyranny lasts, and overshadows the 
cradle of a new generation, the children who grow up and as 
men come to a compromise with it, who at once serve it and 
despise it, who sacrifice to their fear or their interest what 
their conscience and their honor dictate, — these are debased, 
and from them will spring nothing admirable, because nothing 
honest, — nothing elevated, because nothing true. 

Power and tyranny are by no means one and the same. 
Submission to the utmost exercise of the utmost power may 
be compatible with the largest possible development of self- 
esteem and dignity. It suffices for this, that the power be 
lawful. Tyranny is illegal power, the power which men de- 
ny. Submission to it is always debasing, because, in such 
submission, men commit a wanton abandonment of self, and 
whoever obeys that which he neither respects nor believes in 
has commenced a moral and intellectual descent which ends 
only with that extreme step in the process of degradation, — 
the confusion of all distinction between right and wrong. 
France has by no means arrived at this stage. Whether she 
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will ever reach it, or whether the government she at present 
submits to, without having ratified its existence in her con- 
science, will maintain, unmodified, those particular forms of 
power which make resistance a virtue in free citizens, time 
must determine. For the present, the ruling minds of France 
are drawn by the resistance they deem a duty into the fullest 
manifestation of their strength, and recent circumstances have 
called into frequent and powerful play faculties that had for 
years lain dormant in their possessors. 

For reasons too numerous to enter into, and which are 
probably more or less evident to our readers’ minds, the in- 
tellectual activity of the men of Louis Philippe’s day (as also, 
we must admit, those of the period of the Restoration) was 
attracted towards and absorbed by politics. 'To help in the 
work of legislation was the aim of every man of any intel- 
lectual distinction ; but when he had attained that aim, the 
means whereby he attained it were cast by, and in the min- 
ister, the deputy, the peer of France, or the ambassador, the 
philosopher, the historian, or the poet was completely merged, 
and even forgotten. It is not our present purpose to examine 
whether, by this system, the country was better governed, but 
merely to note the fact that this was the system then estab- 
lished. We will purposely (and in order to preserve our crit- 
ical impartiality) avoid saying whether Politics gained; we 
perfectly well know that Literature lost. From 1815 to 1851 
all literary men worthy the name became more or less poli- 
ticians ; since 185], all politicians of any value have become 
literati. Never in the same space of time (unless we go back 
to the seventeenth century) have so many solid and standard 
books been added to the printed capital of France, and men 
who were supposed to be upon the decline have suddenly 
burst forth upon the public with a lustre that has dazzled even 
their most determined admirers and disciples of former days. 
We will not go back too far, or we should find beneath our 
pen so many works calling for the utmost meed of our atten- 
tion and praise, that our limits would be inevitably trans- 
gressed. We will confine ourselves within the limits of the 
first half of the present year; and what do we discover upon 
its very threshold?) The two poets in whom, in modern 








1856.] | LITERATURE IN FRANCE UNDER THE EMPIRE. 479 


France, the two aboriginal tendencies of all poetry (whatever 
its other minor characteristics) had become incarnate, — Vic- 
tor Hugo and Lamartine, the two arch-priests (in France) 
respectively of the Formal and of the Ideal. Of these two, 
one only has relapsed into verse. He who has been the 
longest silent, Hugo, recurs as it were to his own native 
tongue, and chants to the accompaniment of his lyre ;— he 
who has scarce been silent at all since he condemned him- 
self to prose, expresses himself in prose still, that is, virtually 
translates himself into another tongue; but to make up for 
this, it is of himself he speaks. 

After the dissipation of enormous resources, of more than 
one kind, the author of Jocelyn has found himself less wealthy 
each year than the last; and we hasten to explain what we 
mean by resources of “more than one kind.” It is not only 
money that M. de Lamartine has squandered ; it is his own 
genius. ‘The treasures of his purse are not more veritably lost 
than those of his imagination. If fame speaks truly, Lamar- 
tine has since 1846 received in hard coin more than 1,800,000 
francs; yet he now tells the whole universe that the question 
of obtaining somewhere about a million more is one “ of life 
and death” to him. But that which he has during the last 
eight or ten years been exchanging for all this gold,— his 
talent, — does it still represent the same value? Is it not as 
much dissipated as its remuneration? The Méditations, the 
Harmonies, Jocelyn, Harold,— here were the riches, — where 
are they now? Is the inspiration which supplied them to be 
found in the History of Russia or in that of the Ottoman Em- 
pire,—or even in the Restoration and the Girondins, — his 
two best prose works? There can be no hesitation as to the 
answer. However, there for the moment the question does 
not lie, but in the sudden return to himself of M. de Lamar- 
tine, after so many wanderings. His talent had learned, since 
his entrance into Parliament under Louis Philippe, to cireum- 
scribe its manifestations almost entirely to oratorical displays, 
or to what was little else than the written declamation of his 
prose works. He had been gradually becoming impersonal, 
which is the reverse of what is required by the poet’s nature. 
Of the precise merits or demerits of his various works for the 
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last ten years, it is not our present purpose to speak in detail. 
In our opinion, they one and all fail from the want of convic- 
tion of their author, who too plainly shows the reader he 
is himself indifferent to what he is writing about, and who is 
utterly unimpassioned, without atoning for that defect either 
by scrupulous exactness or by statesmanlike breadth of vision. 
One fine day this indifference all gave way, and the poet was 
himself again ; for he was forced by stern necessity to fall 
back upon himself, and talk to the public of himself, and of 
himself alone. 

It is more than probable, that, of all the succeeding num- 
bers of the Cours Familier de Littérature, none will escape 
oblivion save the first; and it may also be predicted, that 
nothing Lamartine ever wrote will endure longer than that 
first number, for nothing he ever wrote was finer, more poeti- 
cal, or more touching, because nothing was ever more intense- 
ly alive, more real. It lives, painfully if you will, but it 
lives; and the beat of the pulse, the vibration of the heart, the 
strong, unmistakable evidences of individuality, meet you on 
every page. It is se/f-inspired. With nearly all true poets, 
this would be sufficient; with Lamartine it is pre-eminently 
so. Five numbers of the Cours Familier have already ap- 
peared,—one devoted to the memory of Delphine de Girardin, 
and, from the author’s want of conviction, and the banalité, 
as the French say, of the praises lavished to right and to left, 
exceedingly disapproved of by the public; and three contain- 
ing very superficial notices of the philosophy and literature of 
the Hindoos. From these very inferior productions we revert 
to the opening number. After recounting at length his child- 
ish impressions, and endeavoring to prove how — when every- 
thing else in the world had grown to appear to him an illu- 
sion —the deep and ardent love of literature, of “ human 
thought expressed,” still lasted, he shows what are the mis- 
fortunes and disappointments from which he turned to the 
purely literary sentiment as to a cure. 

“T began,” he says, “ by writing poems that I speedily consigned to 
the flames, and then I wrote those contemplative poems in which the 
world perhaps saw rather the presentiments than the promises of a 
poet. Everything grew to be literary in my eyes; even my own life, 
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which imaged itself by degrees, with all its affections, its joys, its suf- 
ferings, in my verses. All existence was but a poem, the universe 
by all its voices only sang or sighed one hymn! I lived only book in 
hand.” 

Some of this is true; not all. It is true that to Lamartine, 
than whom no created being was ever more essentially and 
exclusively a poet, the complex life of the entire creation 
was but “a poem,” and that in his own verses was incessant- 
ly imaged his own individual life. This is true ; but it would 
have perhaps been more exact to say, that the author himself 
lived, not “ book,” but “pen” in hand. No man of letters has 
read less than Lamartine, who has always produced more 
than he has absorbed. Let that be as it will, however; from 
the moment the immortal lover of Elvire begins to tell to the 
public the tale of himself, he rises naturally to the sublime, 
and at one bound attains anew to the heights whereon his 
genius in youth had been ever wont to dwell. He is full of 
fire and of conviction, and bitterly impassioned; his inspira- 
tion casts up a lava-flood of eloquence. It is all self, none 
other than self, which prompts him, and he is only so intense- 
ly poetical because so intensely selfish, in the real (not the 


’ 


colloquial) sense of the word. 

“ There are things,” he exclaims, “ which can be spoken but once, — 
but they must have been spoken...... Far from me all timidity of 
words! TI am unfolding my soul, even to its last most hidden folds. 
Away with all disguise! if Laocoon in his marble tortures were not 
naked in the serpent’s coils, who could bear witness to his agony ? 
When the heart breaks, the vein bursts. 

“ My life, under its false outward show, is no object for others’ envy. 
I will say more: my life is ended; I no longer live, —I outlive. Of 
all the many men that lived in me, — the lover, the poet, the tribune, the 
man of action, —the literary man alone lives now, and he is far from 
blessed. Years do not yet weigh me down, though I begin to feel them ; 
but I bear the weight of my own soul more hardly than that of time. 
Years mock me as the ghosts do Macbeth, pointing out to me, not 
crowns, but a grave. Would to God that I were laid there! 

“T can find in what remains of life no smile for the future or the 
past ; I am growing old without posterity, in a home that is empty and 
surrounded by the tombs of those I loved; I take no step out of 
doors but I strike against one of those eternal stumbling-blocks of our 
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affections or our hopes...... What is left to me of existence is con- 
centred in a few hearts and in a modest inheritance; and those very 
hearts are bleeding for me. And that inheritance ?— I am not sure of 
not being dispossessed of it to-morrow, and condemned to die on the 
path that leads to some foreign land ! 

“The very hearthstone, the fender on which my father rested his 
feet, on which I am now resting my own, are but a loan, and may 
be snatched away at any hour. They may be bought and sold at a 
public auction, as may my mother’s bed, and the dog that fondly licks 
my hand when he sees my brow furrowed with anxiety as I fix my 
gaze upon him. Of all this, I owe to others a strict account! Upon 
the faith they have in my honor and my laboriousness, they have risked 
their children’s all, and the fruit of their own toil. If I did not work 
hard for them every day, nay, if I slept out my full night’s sleep, or 
if disease (which God ward off!) were to lame my pen, these friends 
would with me drop off into hopeless distress, and would be reduced to 
seek their rightful earnings under my ashes...... Life in my situa- 
tion, and after what I have undergone, and what I am now struggling 
with, resembles only those theatres whence you come away the last, and 
where, waiting against your will whilst the crowd passes gradually 
forth, you are an involuntary witness of what succeeds to the played- 
out play ; when the house is empty and the lights extinguished ; when 
the lamps smoke and the stage is stripped of its decorations, and silent 
shadows (sad and sinister realities!) take possession of the scene but 
so recently brilliant with illuminations and illusions !” 


We think no reader who is well acquainted with the genius 
of Lamartine will doubt that this passage is equal to what- 
ever in his earliest and best days carried his name up to the 
loftiest eminence. The only strange thing about it all is, that 
the author himself seems ignorant of the excellence of what 
he has done. “ Why should I neglect life?” he exclaims ; 
“have I not watched the death of my own thoughts? Do 
you think that, with a worn-out voice, I can now desire to 
sing !—to sing strophes that would end in sobbing ?” He does 
not see that this is precisely what he is doing; that he has 
recurred to poetry, and that, since the Muse first came to him 
as his heavenly bride, she has never been so sublimely, so 
unreservedly his, as in this last farewell embrace. “ Happy 
they who expire in the troubles of their country, wherein they 


are called upon to become actors!” cries Lamartine. “ Death 
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is their penalty, you say; yes, but it is their refuge too. And 
the penalty of living,— does that seem as nothing in your 
eyes?” 

M. de Saint Mare Girardin, by no means an enthusiast, by 
no means a disciple of Lamartine, a man separated from 
the author of Harold by nearly every opinion and feeling, a 
sharp critic, and an excellent professor, — nothing more, — M. 
Saint Mare Girardin was so impressed by the beauty of the 
passages we have quoted, that, in his next lecture at the 
Sorbonne, he read them aloud to his pupils, saying that he 
could not let the occasion pass by of making them familiar 
with the utmost splendor of a genius whose first glory had 
shone when they were not yet in their cradles. 

But, as we again repeat, this last effort of M. de Lamar- 
tine is more than a mere return, it is a rebound, towards 
poetry ; and it is so because, full of se/f, he has felt acutely, 
intensely, excruciatingly, that which he had to communicate 
to the world. The agony of despair has roused him to the 
passion inseparable from truth. . 

Lamartine’s literary efforts may be regarded as uninflu- 
enced directly by the state of politics in France, inasmuch 
as he never allows an acrimonious expression against that 
which is to escape him, and in no way draws his inspiration 
from the defence or attack of any political system. Indirect- 
ly, the present intellectual condition of his own country may, 
however, be said to bear upon him, because, in an organization 
of things where it is impossible for him to act or speak or 
take part in the government or administration, he can only 
write ; all other activity being denied him, he perforce has 
resort to the activity of the pen. 

Such is not entirely the case with Victor Hugo, who has 
latterly derived at least a portion of his inspiration from the 
immediate pressure of outward circumstances upon his im- 
agination. Napoleon le Petit and Les Chdatiments were the 
unmistakable product of the fermentation of political hatred. 
The first was as weak and unwise as the last was mag- 
nificent. And now let us, once for all, express our rule of 
conduct apropos to this subject. We will purposely avoid 
entering into any estimate of an author’s motives, but take 
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them as he exposes them, — whether his opinions be ours or 
not ; we will examine his works from his own point of view, 
which we regard as the only fair basis of criticism, and we 
will see whether he attains to the end he has avowedly in 
view, whatever that end may be, or whether he fails in its 
attainment. 

In Napoleon le Petit and Les Chdtiments the end pro- 
posed to himself by Victor Hugo is the same, namely, the 
degradation, the bringing to shame, of the present chief of the 
state in France. We have no hesitation in affirming, that 
in the former he so signally fails in the attainment of his aim, 
that nine tenths of his readers have risen from a perusal of 
Hugo’s pamphlet with great disgust at the writer of it, and 
with a strong disposition to absolve Louis Napoleon from 
many of the sins laid to his charge. Not so with the little 
volume entitled Les Cha iments; justly or unjustly, (and, as 
we said, we will not examine motives,) the castigation is in- 
flicted. The punishment may not be deserved, but it is one 
whi@h, by the terrible splendors that surround it, makes you 
forget that it may be excessive or misapplied. “ Hugo never 
wrote anything half so fine in all his life as some parts of that 
volume,” exclaimed Lamartine; “but six thousand lines of 
imprecation are too much,” —and so it is. You cannot read 
the volume through; but if you open it by chance, the prob- 
ability is that you will fall upon something finer than all 
you ever read before from the same writer; for instance, the 
following apostrophe, just after the coup d'état, to the banners 
of the French army : — 


“(O Drapeaux du passé, si beaux dans les histoires, 
Drapeaux de tous nos preux, et de toutes nos gloires, 
Redoutés du fuyard, 
Percés, troués, criblés, sans peur et sans reproche, 
Vous qui, dans vos lambeaux mélez le sang de Hoche 
Et le sang de Bayard. 


“© vieux Drapeaux! sortez des tombes des abimes! 
Sortez en foule, ailés de vos haillons sublimes. 
Drapeaux éblouissants ! 
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Comme un sinistre essaim qui sur l’horizon monte, 
Sortez, venez, volez! sur toute cette honte 
Accourez fremissants ! 


“ Deélivrez nos soldats de ces banniéres viles ! 
Vous qui chassiez les Rois, vous qui preniez les villes 
Vous en qui l’ime croit ! 
Vous qui passiez les monts, les gouffres, et les fleuves, 
Drapeaux sous qui Ton meurt, chassez ces aigles neuves 
Drapeaux sous qui Ton boit !” 


Think what you will of the cause or of the man attacked, 
coincide with his opinions if you choose, and defend his acts, 
you cannot refuse your admiration to the manner of the in- 
sult; for never did indignation inspire a more magnificent 
apostrophe, or the storm of anger and hate produce flashes of 
more withering fire. Is the indignation unjust, uncalled for? 
However this may be, its results are undeniably admirable, 
and our merely esthetic sense is satisfied. 

And so too with twenty other pieces we could name in the 
same volume. So with many portions of the poem entitled 
L’ Expiation, which is too long, though full of fine isolated 
passages. So with the dialogue of Harmodius with his own 
conscience, when he seeks for arguments to justify the crime 
of tyrannicide. This latter poem, in its stern conciseness, we 
take to be infinitely superior to what Schiller has produced 
upon the same subject, namely, the famous soliloquy of Wil- 
helm Tell, in the mountain pass, an hour before the death of 
the doomed Gessler. Strange to say, too, the chief of what 
is known in France as the Ecole Romantique échevelée is more 
classical in his treatment of the theme they both undertake to 
revive, than the usually so classical German. Schiller fills 
the mind of Tell, upon the verge of his terrible act, with pure- 
ly human considerations, —he is busied with “what men will 
say of him”; whilst the Harmodius of Hugo, after the fashion 
of the ancient Greeks, demands from the elements, and from 
all nature, the ratification of the deed that he is fatally tempt- 
ed on to commit. 

These sudden reversions from the internal consciousness of 
man to the outward consciousness, if we may so term it, of the 
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external world, have always been the occasions for Hugo of his 
most successful efforts. In France, that one line in the Bur- 
graves (an irrevocably condemned tragedy), spoken by the 
mysterious Guanhumara, — 


“Morne sérénité des nuits azurees !” — 

remains engraven on men’s memories, as on stone or steel, 
and will probably go down from generation to generation as 
one of the finest verses registered in the French tongue. But 
the completest performance of this kind is probably to be 
found in the apostrophe to Nature, written on the anniversary 
of the coup d'état, which we think may be not unsatisfactorily 
rendered into English prose : — 


“Q Sun! thou countenance divine! wild-flowers of the glens! 
eaves full of sonorous sounds, perfumes latent under weeds, hoar 
brambles of the woods! Sacred hills, antique rocks, oaks that have 
worsted time! Virgin forest, limpid lake, on whose pure breast shade 
lies blue! chaste wave that mirrors heaven’s grandeur, — Conscience 
of all nature! What thinkest thou of this man?” 


We should hesitate before affirming that, in the two large 
octavo volumes just published by Victor Hugo, under the title 
of Les Contemplations, there is anything that can be compared 
with what the little recueil of Les Chdatiments contains. 
Hugo’s is eminently what may be styled a heavy mind, and 
the lever that should move it must be a strong one. We sup- 
pose this lever never to have done its full work, and the poet’s 
mind never to have been profoundly moved, until the cireum- 
stance of his own exile, following the coup d'état of 1851 as a 
direct consequence. We are not among those who in any 
degree admire Hugo’s character, but we should be conniving 
at injustice did we not with all our might endeavor to negative 
the idea that his action upon this conjuncture was prompted 
by egotistical motives. No! Hugo, though a diffuse-minded, 
is by no means a large-minded man, but he is essentially one 
of those in whom passion always has the upper hand of inter- 
est. He is pre-eminently capable of disinterested indignation, 
and to the disinterestedness of his indignation in this case he 
owes what marks incomparably his completest mastery over 
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the Muse, — what will, when contemporary passions are 
stilled, and contemporary wrongs forgotten, insure to the 
name of Hugo undying renown as a poet, and as a vindicator 
of Right over Force,— as one of those enthusiasts of defeat, 
not of victory, who are every day growing rarer in the world. 

We have called Hugo “ diffuse-minded,” and we can find 
no other term to convey our meaning. He is, to use his own 
‘words when he describes himself in a burying-ground, “ lis- 
tening to the harmonies of his own soul and of the dead.” 
He is “ full of shade.” 


“ L’ombre m’emplissait !” 


he exclaims, and we know no fitter words whereby to charac- 
terize the habitual conditions of a genius whose fire-flashes 
almost always serve the better to illumine the tempestuous 
state of the atmosphere wherein it moves. With Hugo you 
may be quite sure of tracing “home to its cloud the lightning 
of the mind”; for cloud is its element. Cloud wraps him 
mentally and morally around; he is, naturally, nebulous; but 
when the shock comes that evokes the flame, it is real fire, 
the positive, indisputable Olympian element, sent blazing 
down from the talons of Jove’s eagle. 

The worst of the case is, that Hugo, who has no more criti- 
cal or wsthetic sense than Lamartine, mistakes what is the 
accident for what he desires should be the permanent charac- 
ter of his talent, and he would willingly now be always thun- 
dering and lightening; the consequence whereof is, that he is 
very often obscure, and builds a home for his fancy in a kind 
of intellectual chaos. 

We have spoken of the “accidents” of Hugo’s inspiration. 
It would be fitter to say, that the chief feature of his talent is 
the constant intervention of the accidental. He is sometimes 
sublime, but quite accidentally so; he is often simple, but 
this is equally the result of accident ; and though sublimity is 
always his own preconceived pretension and aim, simplicity 
is by no means the permanent characteristic of his Muse. 
Still he is oftener simple than he is sublime, and when he is 
so, there is about his simplicity an exquisite grace, as, when 
he is pathetic, there is in his pathos a tenderness and a truth, 
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that may deserve for him a place close to Wordsworth him- 
self. As an example of this, we might name a story called 
The Night of the Fourth of December, told in some twenty or 
thirty lines, —— the plain, homely tale, in homely language, of 
an old grandame, who is undressing and preparing for burial 
the body of her grandson, seven years old, shot down by the 
troops in the streets, —and a piece entitled Le Maitre d’ Etudes, 
the simplicity and tender pathos of both which place Hugo 
upon a level with the greatest poet-painters the world of art 
has ever known. 

In the first volume of Les Contemplations we would espe- 
cially point out as charming, from their elegance and grace, 
from their ease and felicitous turns of expression, the lesser 
poems entitled Vieille Chanson du Jeune Temps, La Féte chez 
Thérése, La Nichée sous le Portail, the song Si vous n’avez 
rien a me dire, and the beautiful and touching verses styled 
An Epitaph, which we ask leave to transcribe entire for the 
benefit of our readers : — 

“Tl vivait, il jouait, riante eréature, 
Que te sert d’avoir pris cet enfant, 6 Nature ? 
N’as tu pas les oiseaux peints de mille couleurs, 
Les astres, les grands bois, le ciel bleu, onde amére ? 
QQ: te sert d’avoir pris cet enfant d sa mére, 
Et de l'avoir caché sous des touffes de fleurs ? 


* Pour cet enfant de plus tu n’es pas plus peuple, 
Tu n’es pas plus joyeuse, 6 Nature ctoilee! 

Et le coeur de la mére en proie & tant de soins, 
Ce cocur ot: toute joie engendre une torture, 

Cet abime aussi grand que toi-méme, 6 Nature ! 
Est vide et désolé pour cet enfant de moins !” 

We have no hesitation in saying, that, since the days of 
Petrarch, the language of no country has been enriched by a 
more perfect gem than this. 

The second volume of Les Contemplations is almost entirely 
composed of pieces dedicated directly or indirectly to the 
memory of his daughter, a young bride of some six months’ 
standing, who was drowned in the Seine with her husband, 
at the age of eighteen. We will not repeat what has been 
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said by some critics, that it was “no wonder” the poet was 
inspired by such a frightful disaster, for, to our apprehension, in 
such a case the father would naturally absorb the poet. How- 
ever, it is but just to Victor Hugo to say, that he has been hap- 
pily inspired by his great misfortune, and most of the poems 
consecrated to his daughter’s memory are not only beautiful as 
to form, but true as to expression, and full of simplicity and deep 
feeling. One only —the verses addressed to his son-in-law, 
Charles Vacquerie, who voluntarily let himself drown, that he 
might not outlive his wife — bears the marks of all the defects 
that Hugo can have. It is inflated in feeling, tortured in ex- 
pression, and full of that absurd, monstrous, and naive vanity 
for which no man alive is so remarkable as the author of Ruy 
Blas. 'The whole effusion goes to prove, that although Charles 
Vacquerie in the flesh had to sufler, he ought in the spirit to 
be consoled, seeing that his illustrious father-in-law has re- 
solved to make him immortal, by chanting the manner of his 
death. “It shall not be said,” cries Hugo, with the utmost 
conviction, “that I let that young man pass into the other 
world without celebrating his virtues!” 


“ En présence de tant d’amour et de vertu 
Il ne sera pas dit que je me serai tu! 
Moi, qu’attendent les maux sans nombre ! 


“ Que je n’aurai point mis sur sa biére un flambeau, 
Et que je n’aurai pas, devant son noir tombeau, 
Fait asseoir une strophe sombre !” 


This specimen will suffice to convince the reader that we 
in no way exaggerate ; for these “strophes sifting” upon a 
tomb, these “torches put upon a bier,” all this bad poetry, 
and this vanity so lamentably out of place, will, we imagine, 
prove that Victor Hugo’s extremes of bad taste, when he is on 
a bad road, are quite equal to his extremes of beauty and sim- 
plicity when he is on a good one. 

Contrast with what we have just quoted the following 
beautiful lines : — 

“ Elle avait pris ce pli dans son age enfantin 
De venir dans ma chambre un peu chaque matin ; 
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Je lattendais ainsi qu’un rayon qu’on espére ; 

Elle entrait et disait: ‘ Bon jour, mon petit Pére’ ; 
Prenait ma plume, ouvrait mes livres, s’asseyait 
Sur mon lit, dérangeait mes papiers, et riait, — 
Puis soudain s’en allait comme un oiseau qui passe, 
Alors je reprenais, — la téte un peu moins lasse, — 
Mon euvre interrompue, et, tout en écrivant, 
Parmi mes manuscrits je rencoutais souvent 
Quelque arabesque folle, et qu'elle avait tracce, 

Et mainte page blanche entre ses mains fr issée 
Oi, je ne sais comment, venaient mes plus doux vers. 


Elle me consultait sur tout 4 tous moments. 

Oh! que de soirs @hiver radieux et charmants ! 
Passcés & raisonner langue, histoire et grammaire, — 
Mes quatre enfants groupcs sur mes genoux, leur mére 
Tout prés quelques amis causant au coin du feu ! 
J’appelais cette vie étre content de peu ! 

Et dire qu'elle est morte !” 


Can anything be more natural, more touching, or more 
true? And do we need to furnish our readers with any 
greater proof of the inequality of Victor Hugo’s talent, — of 
the perpetually accidental influences which his capricious 
Muse obeys? 

The most continuously fine expression of Hugo’s poetic 
vein, Les Chatiments, is undoubtedly the product of strong 
political passion, as we have said; but take the whole sum of 
the intellectual activity of such thorough poets as Hugo and 
Lamartine, and you find necessarily that the smaller portion 
only has politics for its source. The reverse is the case with 
the prose-writers of contemporary France, and upon the whole 
extent of the lives of such men as Villemain, Cousin, Rému- 
sat, Montalembert, Saint Mare Girardin, Tocqueville, Ayspére, 
and others of their literary rank, those portions of their labors 
will be found to be the worthiest that are due to the spirit of 
protestation roused in them by the condition of France since 
the coup d'état of 1851. 

Tocqueville is no new name to us on this side the Atlantic, 
and when we reflect upon all the bad faith and all the narrow- 
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minded prejudice that have been expended upon European pic- 
tures of American society, (especially where the painters have 
belonged to our own Anglo-Saxon race,) we cannot but feel 
grateful to the intelligent Frenchman who at all events ear- 
nestly strove to do justice to us in every respect, and whose 
fame in his own country is inseparable from his efforts to give 
to the world a completer and truer notion of ours. Alexis de 
Tocqueville is essentially one of the men who have, intellect- 
ually, most profited by the embargo laid upon the political 
tendencies of intellect in France. He is a conscientious, there- 
fore a slow worker, and he is a man of exceedingly delicate 
health. Consequently, with him any idea of simultaneous 
labors in Parliament and at his desk was impossible. He 
could, at a serious cost to his health, undertake one or the 
other; both were not practicable. During the period which 
elapsed between the publication of his work on America and 
the coup état of 1851, (about sixteen or seventeen years,) 
M. de ‘Tocqueville was absorbed by politics. Sueccessively a 
deputy of the Opposition under Louis Philippe, a conserva- 
tive Republican, and Minister for Foreign Affairs under the 
Presidency, his whole time was devoted either to parlia- 
mentary or administrative activity, and his pen rested, unless 
in the framing of a report, or the discussion of an amend- 
ment. Careful almost to timidity, as he is in connection with 
the public, he could, during all this period of his career, find 
little or no time to prepare a work for the press, and accord- 
ingly his name is not to be discovered upon any publisher's 
catalogue from 1834 to 1856. But although he produced 
nothing, he during this time was amassing the materials 
which, when any opportunity occurred, were to form the 
foundations of a future contribution to the political and his- 
torical literature of France. He dragged to light and com- 
mented upon obsolete laws and administrative regulations, 
pried into old registers, revived forgotten customs, sought out 
what more impatient or more superficial writers had neglected, 
and accumulated what was suflicient to furnish one of the 
most valuable and one of the most original books that the 
modern French public has had to read. 

The critic of critics in France, the “ Descartes of criticism.” 
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as he has been not inaptly called, M. Villemain, speaking a 
short time since in the Journal des Débats of M. de Tocque- 
ville’s recent work, exclaims: “ Here is a book as new as it is 
full of ideas upon a subject so incessantly handled in our day, 
—upon the French Revolution!” —and the praise, if very 
great, is by no means beyond the author’s merit. The book is 
as novel in its conception, as it is teeming with information in 
its contents. ‘The secret of this lies probably in the cireum- 
stance of M. de ‘Tocqueville’s not having separated the so- 
called Revolution from what preceded it, of his having treated 
it as a consequence of all that had gone before, of his having 
deemed it what it really was,—a revolution, crowning and 
completing twenty others that had been taking place unno- 
ticed and unappreciated, and not the Revolution par excel- 
lence without a parallel, that burst upon the French nation 
like a thunder-storm in a bright, clear sky, and that swept hur- 
ricane-like over the land, up-wrenching what was firm-rooted, 
down-hurling what raised its pinnacles on high. 'The French 
Revolution was no more this than any other revolution has 
ever been, or can be; a revolution being in reality nothing 
more than the visible breaking up of what has long been 
giving way. ‘The image that to our mind conveys the most 
exact notion of what occurs in the great and radical revolu- 
tions of a nation, is that of a stone-built edifice, whence, by 
some occult process, all the cement that held the walls to- 
gether should be gradually abstracted. Outwardly and ap- 
parently the edifice would continue to stand, whilst its real 
means of cohesion would be diminishing every day more and 
more, until the hour when, the cement having crumbled away 
almost everywhere, a hail-shower or an unexpected gale of 
wind should send down the walls and batter in the whole 
building with a crash, leaving nothing in its place save a heap 
of rubbish. It would be very well in this case for a casual 
observer to cry out at the effects of the wind or the hail; but 
the really attentive architect, if he came to study narrowly the 
whole affair, would soon see that hail and wind were both 
comparatively innocent of the crash, and would, on minute 
examination of the remains of the stately pile, shake his head 
and say, “ But there was nothing to keep it together!” That 
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minute examiner of ruins is M. de Tocqueville in his vol- 
ume on the Revolution and the Ancient Régime (for he does 
not separate the two); and not only does he prove to us that 
there was no cohesiveness between the various parts of the 
political and social edifice in France before 1789, but he shows 
us how the cement had been gradually dropping out and 
crumbling away. 

It is seldom that a political writer is placed in such a con- 
dition of absolute impartiality as M. de Tocqueville. Occu- 
pying by birth and family connections a high position in the 
aristocracy of France, he had enlisted all his sympathies in the 
ultra-Liberal and even in the Democratic cause. The conse- 
quence has been a moderation, an unswerving candor and 
truthfulness, that render his books invaluable to the public in 
general, and raise up enemies for them in every man who is 
devoted to the mere interests of a party. More than ever this 
result is to be observed upon the occasion of his present work; 
for its subject brings him into direct collision with the two 
great divisions of his countrymen, each of whom accuse him 
of having been too lenient towards the other. The partisans 
of the Revolution (who comprise all the moderate and extreme 
Republicans, and a vast portion of the monarchical Liberals 
and men of 1850) are shocked at M. de ‘Tocqueville’s per- 
ception of all the mistakes of 1789 and the stupid crimes of 
1793, and at the way in which he proves how marvellously 
little the so-called “ Revolution” originated ; whilst the Ré- 
actionnaires, as they are termed (among whom may be classed 
the representatives of the noblesse, and the numerous body 
of country gentlemen), are scandalized at the frank admission 
he makes of all their forefathers’ follies and short-comings, and 
of the undeniable fact that the blindness, arrogance, and delib- 
erate uselessness of the French nobles prepared, brought about, 
and rendered inevitable the tragic events of the close of the 
last century. The first class lay down his book, saying, “ No 
man ever belies his origin, — M. de Tocqueville, in spite of all 
his pretended liberalism, is after all born an aristocrat”; and 
the second close it angrily, with the remark, that “no man 
ever quite rubs out the traces left by bad companionships and 
bad opinions,” and that, “do what he will, M. de Tocqueville, 
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though a gentilhomme by birth, will never cease being a dem- 
agogue at heart.” 

We understand this dissatisfaction, on both sides ; for the 
book in question is in reality a stern register of the faults, 
failings, and unfounded pretensions of both. 'To the French 
aristocracy M. de Tocqueville says: “ You declare that the 
Revolution robbed you of all influence and power, — such is 
not the case: you had neither power nor influence long be- 
fore” ;— and then, turning to the fanatics of 1759, he thus 
addresses them: “ You pretend that the existing social order 
is your invention, that the blessings (if blessings they be) of 
centralization and governmental unity are your work! ‘This 
is not so: you found them all made to your hand; you tn- 
vented nothing, but took advantage of what had gone before.” 

Now here is the main originality of the book, — that which 
distinguishes it from all previous histories, and gives it its pe- 
culiar interest and novelty, — that it naturally reduces to their 
real matter-of-fact value all the declamations we have been 
accustomed to respecting “the conquests of 1789,” and shows 
the “great Revolution” in its true light, as the downfall of 
what had been tottering for more than a hundred years, and 
the bungled and botched construction of a new edifice with 
nearly all the materials of the old one; an event rendered in- 
evitable far more by those who cursed than by those who wel- 
comed it, and whereof the rulers and beneficiaries were forced- 
ly the plagiarists of their victims. Few things are more lucid, 
or more admirable, than the picture given by M. de Tocqueville 
of the administrative organization of France before the out- 
break of 1789, — of the way in which society was constituted, 
and in which the wheels and springs of the governmental sys- 
tem really worked. This is so utterly new to the professed 
students of French modern history in France, that, till the 
publication of M. de ‘Tocqueville's work, it was a thing of 
every-day occurrence to hear well-informed men — men whose 
career is a political or administrative one— say : * What a pity 
that one knows nothing of how government really bore upon 
the nation before the Revolution!” or, “ It is extremely to be 
regretted that we have no notion how the minute details of 
administration were carried on before “89.” 
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The greater part of all, the want of which has been so justly 
lamented, is furnished by M. de Tocqueville’s work, in which 
we see how France was administered before 1789, and how 
the governing power suffered to escape from its essentially 
central source those minor currents which were to fertilize the 
administrative soil of the provinces. Already everything is 
absorbed by the capital. All is concentrated in Paris, and 
no movement is communicated but from thence. Every 
province had its Intendant, as later every department had its 
Prefect, and the sous-préfels of the present day existed then 
in the person of the sub-delegates that governed the lesser 
circumscriptions, and duly and actively “ reported ” thereupon 
to the Intendant, who in turn transmitted volumes of paper to 
the minister and to the Conseil du Roi, which already, more 
than half a century before the Revolution of 1789, took upon 
itself those minute duties of central government that are 
falsely represented as among the most precious “ conquests ” 
of 1789. 

“No town,” says M. de Tocqueville, “could establish an Octro?, 
raise a contribution, mortgage or sell lands, farm them, bring an 
action at law, or dispose of its city funds unless the Avng’s Council 
had examined and approved the report sent up by the Intendant. 
All municipal works were adjudged to this person or that in presence 
of the Intendant, or the Sous-délégué, and were for the most part ex- 
ecuted by the State Architect or Engineer; and there may be in 
this a good deal that will surprise the persons who believe that all 
is new in the France of modern days.” 

Of a truth, the exclusive disciple of 1789, so proud to know 
that ifa Garde Champétre in the neighborhood of Perpignan, 
or an Adjoint du Maire in the Finistére, commits the slightest 
delinquencies, the “central authority in Paris will at once 
know of it and pursue the delinquent,’—the Frenchman 
who vaunts this to you as one of the best eflects of central- 
ization and one of the most indisputable “conquests” of 
1789, will, if he permit himself to be instructed by M. de 
Tocqueville’s remarkable volume, see good reason to modify 
many errors of opinion and judgment ascribable to his igno- 
rance only. 

There is scarcely a subject connected with the period pre- 
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ceding the overthrow of the French monarchy upon which 
M. de Tocqueville does not afford us some detail as evidently 
authentic as it is curious and generally unknown. Even into 
the chaos of rural administration and parochial organization 
in France, into what has been hitherto held as the impenetrable 
obscurity of the municipal and communal governments of vil- 
lages and small towns, he has penetrated, and we owe to his 
conscientious and laborious researches a more distinct idea 
than we ever had, how local authority, representing the central 
power, acted upon the interests, the character, and the passions 
of the rural populations in France. We see what were the 
relationships between the upper and lower ranks; what was 
the juxtaposition of the noble and the government agent; 
how the clergy were still in favor of freedom, whilst the peo- 
ple panted only for equality; how the power of royalty vexed 
the high-born gentleman even more than the bourgeois; how 
the bourgeois came to shut himself up in his democratic pride; 
how every fraction of society disclaimed all solidarity with 
others; how men of letters, who had no practical experience 
of anything, speculated upon everything, and in all ranks 
inflamed the passions of readers as unpractical as themselves ; 
how the reality of social differences decreased, while social 
distinctions augmented ; how court, noblesse, bourgeoisie, 
parliamentarists, soldiers, employés, municipal dignitaries, 
peasants, and priests all tended to isolate themselves, each in 
the interests of his own order, and not to unite together in the 
interests of the state. All this we see clearly reproduced in 
M. de 'Tocqueville’s book, and we lay it down feeling that less 
than the labor of twenty years could not have engendered it, 
and that for twenty years’ labor its four hundred pages are an 
adequate result. 

It is doubly interesting, after a close study of the political 
organization of France during the whole of the last century, 
to remount the stream of years and see what she was a cen- 
tury earlier. No one better helps us to attain this end than 
M. Cousin, in the several volumes he has lately given to the 
public. Apparently the recent labors of his pen are biograph- 
ical; but in reality they are far more historical. Whilst or- 
dinary historians narrate events, here and there only sketching 
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some more than usually prominent personage, he, on the con- 
trary, in the faithful delineation of individual character, seeks 
for what has been the influence of persons upon events. 


“ These studies,” says M. Cousin himself, in his Preface to the Life of 
Madame de Chevreuse, “are, under somewhat romantic appearances, 
strictly historical studies, for which, in default of other merits, we claim 
that of the most scrupulous exactness; nay, they are even in some 
degree the fruits of a new method of historical writing, the plan whereof 
is on one hand to abandon entirely all conjectures, all hypotheses, all 
cosmopolitan or general views, and to substitute for them the simple 
and naked recital of facts, authenticated by dint of untiring research, 
and on the other hand to track out the causes of events, — not such as 
have too often been admitted, the foreign, abstract, and as it were 
outlying causes, — but such as have wrought in the hearts of men, on 
their ideas, their feelings, their virtues, and their defects, — the living 
causes, namely, of events. We would desire in History to follow up 
the study of humanity, which is after all the study supreme, —the eter- 
nal basis of all true Philosophy.” 

In these words lies the ablest description of the services ren- 
dered by M. Cousin to a certain period of French history. 
With what precedes the death of Henry IV., or follows the 
death of Mazarin, he does not much occupy himself, and even 
within those limits he is more especially attracted by the events 
which occurred between the murder of Concini, in 1619, and the 
coming of age of Louis XIV., in 1656; and in the first half of 
the seventeenth century he finds morally, socially, intellect- 
ually, and politically a greatness, which makes him over and 
over repeat that this is the last ascendant period in the history 
of France, and that after this period — after the majority of 
Louis XIV. and Mazarin’s death — France gives unmistakable 
signs of decline. There is, we think, no inconsiderable truth 
in this view; but that is not at this moment for us the subject 
under discussion. What we are quite certain of, and what is 
likely to interest our readers, is that in M. Cousin’s historical 
biographies of the seventeenth century is to be found the 
most accurate narrative of events of vast importance, con- 
veyed in a form incomparably interesting, and in language 
worthy of Bossuet or Pascal. In a purely literary point of 
view, and as to style, the French tongue has nothing superior 
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to M. Cousin’s late productions, and the illustrious translator 
of Plato, and with him his contemporary and friend, M. Ville- 
main, take their places among the world-famous masters of 
French prose. 

As with M. de Tocqueville, so with M. Cousin, the main- 
spring of his recent works lies chiefly in the actual political 
condition of France; and probably, were the Orleans dynasty 
still ruling in that country, and were M. Cousin still a mem- 
ber of the House of Peers, a Minister of Public Instruction, a 
Grand-Master of the University, or were he (cou/d he again 
be) merely a parliamentary orator, we should not have had 
his eloquent justification of Madame de Longueville, his curi- 
ous revelations upon Madame de Chevreuse, or his lofty pan- 
egyric of Marie de Hautefort. 

Although the celebrated writer of these in France so cele- 
brated works does not write them in order to find a frame- 
work wherein to adjust his criticisms upon the present régime, 
and attack what is, under cover of the praise due to what is 
no more, still it is quite evident that he is mainly induced to 
write them by a strong and ardent desire to flee from the 
pressure painfully exercised upon him by the tendencies of 
his own age in his own land. In thus frequenting a society 
more generous, more chivalrous, and, above all, more honest, 
you plainly perceive that he seeks to escape from the sordid- 
ness, the meanness, and the impurity of the contemporary 
society of France; and the manifest direction of his sympa- 
thies towards whatever is magnanimous gives you a kind of 
satisfaction in your admiration of the author, and inspires you 
with involuntary respect for the man. 

M. Cousin unites in his genius the two apparently incom- 
patible qualities which, combined, help to constitute the great 
charm of his writings. He is both impassioned and impartial. 
When he has found in a character (like that of Madame de 
Hautefort, for instance) sufficient beauty and truth to warrant 
his enthusiasm, he sets no boundaries to his enthusiasm, and 
sarries his reader away with him as might the most ardent 
romancer or poet; but this does not prevent him from doing 
the amplest possible justice to what may occasion, or even 
constitute, the misfortunes of his heroine or hero. We will 
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take as an example Madame de Longueville and Madame 
de Chevreuse. M. Cousin was accused, by some of the more 
superficial of his countrymen, of absolutely blind idolatry for 
Anne de Bourbon, Duchesse de Longueville. It was positively 
reported that, for her sake, he detested the now living descend- 
ants of La Rochefoucauld. Yet where has her determined 
enemy, Madame de Chevreuse, found a more determined 
apologist than in M. Cousin? No! wherever M. Cousin fixes 
his intellectual gaze, he seeks before all, beyond all, for truth. 
This is a merit which his opponents, if they be conscientious, 
cannot refuse him. Rumor—what is lightly styled “ public 
opinion ”— had set down Madame de Longueville as an in- 
trigante, who, to satisfy her own vanity, and in some degree 
her brother’s ambition, dragged her lover, La Rochefoucauld, 
into all the complications and treacheries of the Froude. By 
dint of lynx-eyed and incessant research, it turns out (and M. 
Cousin establishes the fact beyond discussion, by documents 
in hand) that Madame de Longueville was an indolent, ten- 
der-hearted woman, wholly mastered by La Rochefoucauld, 
to serve whom, and for nothing else, she rushed into all the 
troubles of that troublous time, and to expiate her love for 
whom she did deep and sincere penance for twenty-five 
years. La Rochefoucauld was the intrigant, she was his 
obedient tool; and all the faults that have been laid to her 
charge are easily to be condensed into the one only sin of 
an ill-placed, illicit, and apparently irresistible aflection. But 
Madame de Longueville, as we have said, had no more 
bitter enemy than Madame de Chevreuse, and no one would 
have thought it unnatural had M. Cousin treated her with at 
least the same harshness to which her other historians have 
been accustomed. But no! Although in some points (and 
those all-important ones where a woman is concerned) there 
is little good to be said of Madame de Chevreuse, her brilliant 
qualities, her lofty contempt of danger, the sincerity of her 
friendship for the queen, and her statesmanlike talents, strike 
her biographer with admiration ; and, refusing to join chorus 
with the host of her detractors, he rescues for her memory the 
glory at least of having been “the only individual whom both 
Richelieu and Mazarin feared.” And so too, when chronicling 
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the disdain of self-interest, and the chivalrous opposition of the 
virtuous Madame de Hautefort to both these ministers, who, 
each in turn, appear as persecutors of a heroine for whom 
M. Cousin lets you perceive his passionate sympathy, he yet 
— impartial as ever — points out the immense services ren- 
dered to France by both Richelieu and Mazarin, and in a 
national sense defends the policy of both, in some of the most 
eloquent pages ever penned, — pages as full of sound political 
judgment as of elevated sentiment.” 

It is difficult to speak of M. Cousin, even as an historian, 
without reverting to many of the questions which at the pres- 
ent moment so strongly agitate the two great divisions of the 
Church of France. Generally speaking, the great philoso- 
pher’s more recent writings upon metaphysical subjects — for 
instance, his work entitled Le Vrai, le Beau, et le Bien — had 
almost entirely reconciled to him what are termed the Galli- 
van Catholics, while only the extreme among the Ultramon- 
tanists, with the Bishop of Poitiers and M. Veuillot (editor 
of the journal L’ Univers) at their head, committed the folly 
of anathematizing the avowedly Christian follower of Des- 
cartes, as though he were an atheist. But, strange to say, 

* A circumstance of quite recent occurrence may be interesting, inasmuch as it 
exemplifies the immense intellectual influence of M. Cousin, even in foreign coun- 
tries. Some thirty years ago a Professor of Logic and Metaphysics was to be named 
by the University of Edinburgh, and Sir William Hamilton was one of the candi- 
dates. Him Cousin did not then know, but he knew of his talents, for he had read 
an essay of Sir William’s upon himself in the Edinburgh Review, in which he 
(Cousin) was attacked and refuted. The contest was going against Sir William, 
which, when Cousin heard, he seized his pen and wrote a letter to the Lord Provost 
of Edinburgh, saying that, if the Town Council did not nominate him, the school of 
philosophy in Scotland would be shorn of its honors, for that Sir William Hamilton 
was a thinker in a million. The letter had its effect, and Hamilton was nominated. 
A few months ago, Sir William having suddenly died, the same Vrofessor’s 
chair became again vacant, and great anxiety was manifested to know what candi- 
date Cousin was disposed to support. Professor Fraser, Sir William Hamilton's 
friend and pupil, was opposed by a strong party in favor of Mr. Ferrier, Professor 
Wilson's son-in-law ; but, added to Professor Fraser’s great capacity (he is the author 
of a collection of Philosophical Essays of high renown in the United Kingdom), it 
became well known that M. Cousin had said, if he were not chosen, Sir William’s 
principles of teaching would be lost, and he accordingly was chosen, the Lord 
Provost in his public speech saying, as a conclusive argument, that Professor Fra- 
ser had upon his side “the illustrious M. Cousin, the first authority in the science 
of mind in Europe.” 
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the very chief of Ultramontanists in France, Montalembert, 
no longer goes all lengths with his own party, but all at once 
shows symptoms of liberalism and tolerance. 

It would require more space than we can occupy here to 
enter into this religious dispute, (one of the gravest that have 
agitated France since the war of the Jesuits and Jansenists,) 
but it has had a few results which may as well be briefly 
pointed out to our readers. First in order of date comes 
Montalembert’s book upon England; next, the remarkable 
Essay published by M. de 'Talleux in the Correspondant, and 
entitled The Catholic Party; after that, Montalembert’s pam- 
phlet upon Lord Palmerston and the Pope; and, but a few 
weeks ago, the Narrative, by M. de Corcelles, of his Embassy 
to Rome in 1849, All these publications have deeply taken 
hold of the public mind, and have been discussed with an 
ardor that proves France at the present day to be anything 
but indifferent to topics connected with religion. It is but 
fair, however, to say, that upon M. de Montalembert has been 
concentrated by far the greatest portion of public attention. 
His appreciation of England’s present condition, and her 
probable future, has met with a reception on both sides the 
Channel which seldom attends any book of serious discussion 
now-a-days. So exceedingly was curiosity excited as to the 
opinion formed upon the Protestant state par excellence (inas- 
much as it is the most intolerant one) by one of the most 
bigoted Catholics in the world, that Montalembert’s work 
achieved a far greater (momentary) success than did the very 
far superior work of M. de Rémusat upon the same subject, 
which came out at precisely the same epoch. But the Catho- 
lies of France and of Rome were of one mind in thinking that 
M. de Montalembert had been infinitely too lavish of praise 
towards “ perfidious Albion,” and some there were who even 
said they felt inclined to ask whether Montalembert was a 
Catholic at all. It was to reply to this feeling on the part of 
his former adherents and friends, that, a few months ago, M. 
de Montalembert published his considerations upon the atti- 
tude of the Palmerston Cabinet with regard to the Pope and 
the aflairs of Rome. 

Upon this occasion, as upon some other recent ones, M. de 
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Montalembert is decidedly moderate in all he says upon the 
religious part of his subject. Of course he speaks all along 
as a Catholic, and it would be useless to expect from him 
certain views which he could not have and remain a Cath- 
olic still; but he is moderate in that he admits the necessity 
for much reform, and in what he says touching the Papal 
sway there is no exorbitant or furious zeal, but merely the 
enunciation of those sentiments and opinions, and the profes- 
sion of those dogmas, which the most liberal Gallican, sup- 
posing him to be a sincere Catholic, must subscribe to. 
There is, in a word, no trace of pure Ultramontanism in the 
pamphlet. In what regards Lord Palmerston, M. de Mont- 
alembert is less moderate ; but it is to be doubted whether any 
one, out of England, could be found to blame his warmth of 
indignation; and many persons, we hope, in England will 
not quarrel with the language in which he clothes it. He tells 
the English prime-minister, more severely than any one has 
told him yet, that the secret springs of his political conduct 
are being made more and more evident every day, and that 
they are not such as will win for him the esteem of the honest 
or upright-minded in any country. He applies to him the 
whole pith of those lines of Perey Shelley’s, whereof no poli- 
tician was ever a more perfect exemplification than Lord 
Palmerston : — 
“ He was a coward to the strong 
A tyrant to the weak ” ; 

and he unsparingly reproaches him with the readiness he has 
shown, according to circumstances, either to bully or to 
cringe. 

But a very important part of Montalembert’s essay is that 
in which he clearly shows the English nation what is really 
the position in which Lord Palmerston’s policy has placed it; 
and the sense of his words is as follows: “ You, the Whig 
Cabinet, say your vital principle is the French alliance. So 
be it; but if that be your vital principle, you must abandon 
your exaggerated Protestantism; for France is the ally of 
Rome, and cannot allow the Pope to be insulted. One of the 
two, therefore, you must give up,—either your sudden devotion 
to the Emperor Napoleon, or your old habits of insult towards 





1856. | RECENT BOOKS ON ENGLAND. 503 


the Pope!” This puts the English government on the hip, 
and silence is its safest, if not its only way, out of the 
dilemma. 

If Montalembert’s pamphlet were generally read in Eng- 
land, we are of opinion that it would go farther than most 
things in proving to the English nation what is the bond fide 
inferiority of the position to which the French alliance and 
the policy of the Palmerston Cabinet have reduced it. How- 
ever, upon this subject we Americans are perhaps just now 
not quite impartial witnesses, and we will therefore leave the 
Whig government to the “tender mercies” of the champion 
of Pius IX. 

One thing we must be allowed to remark,—and it amply 
bears out the truth of what we observed in the beginning of 
this article, — namely, that at the present moment none of the 
most liberally administered countries of Europe, none of those 
that have the largest amount of freedom, have anything like 
the intellectual activity of despotically governed France. 
Whether this proves that the extreme of self-government is 
incompatible with the extreme of intellectual and literary cul- 
tivation, or simply that the utmost development of man’s 
force is never provoked but by opposition, we leave to others 
to decide. Meanwhile we register the fact, and find in its 
various manifestations frequent matter for admiration. 


Art. XIl.—1. English Traits. By R. W. Emerson. Bos- 
ton: Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 1856. 12mo._ pp. 312. 
2. Impressions of England; or Sketches of English Scenery 
and Society. By A. Cievetanp Coxe, Rector of Grace 

Church, Baltimore. New York: Dana & Co. 1856. 
12mo. pp. 321. 

3. A Month in England. By Henry T. Tuckerman. [A 
New Edition.] New York: Redfield. 1856. 


Tuese books are of a description which always attracts 
and seldom wearies us. Yet we enjoy them less as the rec- 
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ords of what has been seen and heard, than as autobiogra- 
phies. It has been well said, that we cannot thoroughly know 
even a kinsman or an intimate, till he has been our com- 
panion in travel. The attrition of new and strange objects, 
nationalities, and experiences brings out traits that may have 
been latent in familiar scenes, — powers that may have been 
only possibilities in the home-circle, — merits or defects that 
may have been merged in the routine-life of domestic, pro- 
fessional, or public duty. This same revelation, which the 
traveller inevitably makes to fellow-pilgrims, he who publishes 
his adventures imparts of necessity to his readers. We learn 
what he carries with him by what he finds. We ascertain 
what questions were in his mind by the answers he puts on 
record. We test his temper by his opinions of men and 
things. We probe his culture by the depth or shallowness of 
his observations. We trace his sinuosities by the track they 
leave on his path. ‘Therefore it is that, even in England, 
where every place of interest and monument of note and man 
of mark is too well known for any added intimacy of ac- 
quaintance through the testimony of others, we still love to 
renew the round with each new tourist ; and, if we gain noth- 
ing else, we have at least hung up in our repository another 
well-analyzed specimen of our own race. 

Conversely, if the traveller is one whom we previously 
knew, or if his individuality is patent in his book, we learn 
much by his descriptions even of the most familiar persons 
and objects. He presents them from a new point of view, 
which we can compare with others. He gives us a fresh per- 
spective, by which we may correct outlines previously in our 
own mind. He discloses to us bearings and relations, which 
have their counterpart in fact. For his impressions, prefer- 
ences, or aversions, be they well or ill grounded, there are 
existing causes, which, if we know him, we can divine. Es- 
pecially is all this true, if our tourist is a man of genius, taste, 
or large specific attainments in art or literature. Then, how- 
ever strong may be his prejudices, however abnormal his 
standard, we can allow for his parallax, and even his one- 
sided representations may give us more accurate knowledge 
than his own senses gave him. Thus, while Ruskin’s entire 
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artistical creed may have hardly a disciple, who would not 
gratefully adopt him as a guide through the whole world 
of art, though often finding food for admiration in what he 
might denounce, and repudiating what he might praise ? 

Mr. Emerson’s book, did it profess to describe all of Eng- 
land, would be justly open to the severest criticism. It ig- 
nores pauperism, ignorance, and crime, aristocratic pretension 
and plebeian sycophancy, sinecure laziness and under-paid 
labor, — in fine, all the inequalities of condition, realized 
right, and availing privilege, which assimilate the moral and 
social landscape of Great Britain much more nearly to the 
broken surface of Switzerland, than to the gentle alternations 
of hill and valley on its own soil. But all of the less pleasing 
* English traits” have been set forth with ample minuteness 
of detail by the greater portion of recent travellers, and we 
are glad to open one book that revives our early pride in our 
mother-land, and makes us feel anew the unparalleled queen- 
liness of her position and belongings. We by no means say 
that the tourist who beholds only the glory of England, and is 
blind to her shame, possesses our moral sympathy. This we 
must reserve for itinerants of the Heraclitus school ; but while 
we read their writings with heightened emotion, they do not 
entertain or edify us. 

With the intense sudjectivism of Mr. Emerson’s philosophy 
we are at swords’ points. We hesitate not to say, that, pushed 
to its legitimate consequences, it neutralizes moral distine- 
tions, eliminates duty and accountability, obliterates religion, 
and excludes the conception of a personal and self-conscious 
Deity. And even in the book before us, when religious or 
ethical subjects are touched upon, (which they are but seldom, 
and lightly,) we discern traces of the indifferentism which 
proceeds from the author's philosophy. But this very ele- 
ment is propitious to merely asthetic observation and impres- 
sion. Mr. Emerson threw open his own broad, rich, delicately 
organized, and generously cultured intellect, with an Argus- 
eyed passiveness, with a receptivity which no emotion or 
affection weakened or distorted, to take the exact impress 
of what he heard and saw. 

The greatness of England is in fact the theme of all his 
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chapters. And there are many aspects in which she is the 
greatest of the nations. She has enriched herself with the 
spoils of every zone and soil. Her language, a conglomerate 
from all the tongues of ancient and modern civilization, is the 
type of her national personality and genius. With hardly 
a tithe of the learning of Germany, she is the fountain of 
elegant scholarship. With often a paucity and never a re- 
dundance of creative talent, her literature embodies the 
wealth and beauty of all times and lands. Inferior to France 
in science, she immeasurably transcends her in its concrete 
forms and practical uses. Later than the Continental nations 
in almost every branch of lucrative industry, she has domes- 
ticated all their processes, and has made her manufactures 
the staple of the world’s commerce. Limited in her natural 
resources, she supplements them by the empire of the sea, and 
the lordship of the tropics and the Orient. What her arms 
might fail of, her diplomacy secures. Her defeats bear the 
fruit of victory. Her one signal loss during these latter cen- 
turies, that of her rebel colonies in America, has but erected 
the best market for her products, opened the most humane 
asylum for her surplus population, and furnished the most 
genial seminary for her intellectual and moral influence. In 
her home economy, her greatest of national debts only con- 
solidates her government, and insures the loyalty of her myri- 
ad creditors. Her enormous landed estates but strengthen 
the conservative and cripple the revolutionary elements of her 
population. Her monopolies and arbitrary prescriptions have 
worn deep niches in her constitution, and are clothed with all 
the semblance and prestige of sacred right. Every decaying 
timber in her political and social fabric is so buttressed, that 
it cannot fall till slow time disintegrates it; every weak mem- 
ber of the pile is so built around and over, that it bears no 
strain. 

Mr. Emerson gives few details of his English sojourn. 
The titles of his chapters are such general heads of remark 
as “ Land,” “ Race,” “ Manners,” “ Wealth,” “ Aristocracy,” 
“ Religion.” Under each he gives rather the sum total of his 
observations, than the specific instances that served for his 
generalizations. He delights in antithesis and contrast, and 
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brings out with unequalled rhetorical force very many of the 
anomalies of the English commonwealth and society, — those 
balancings and co-workings of seemingly opposite and antag- 
onistic forces, by which strength is born out of weakness, and 
the ever fresh and new from decadence and decline. Among 
the most striking specimens of this style of delineation, (and 
in felicity and point it can hardly be surpassed,) is the follow- 
ing, under the running-title “ Factitious.” 


“ A proof of the energy of the British people, is the highly artificial 
construction of the whole fabric. The climate and geography, I said, 
were factitious, as if the hands of man had arranged the conditions. 
The same character pervades the whole kingdom. Bacon said, ‘ Rome 
was a state not subject to paradoxes’; but England subsists by antag- 
onisms and contradictions. The foundations of its greatness are the 
rolling waves; and, from first to last, it is a museum of anomalies. 
This foggy and rainy country furnishes the world with astronomical 
observations. Its short rivers do not afford water-power, but the land 
shakes under the thunder of the mills. There is no gold mine of any 
importance, but there is more gold in England than in all other coun- 
tries. It is too far north for the culture of the vine, but the wines of 
all countries are in its docks. The French Comte de Lauraguais said, 
‘No fruit ripens in England but a baked apple’ ; but oranges and pine- 
apples are as cheap in London as in the Mediterranean. The Mark- 
Lane Express or the Custom-House Returns bear out to the letter the 
vaunt of Pope, — 

‘Let India boast her palms, nor envy we 
The weeping amber, nor the spicy tree, 
While, by our oaks, those precious loads are borne, 
And realms commanded which those trees adorn.’ 


The native cattle are extinct, but the island is full of artificial breeds. 
The agriculturist Bakewell created sheep and cows and horses to order, 
and breeds in which everything was omitted but what is economical. The 
cow is sacrificed to her bag, the ox to his sirloin. Stall-feeding makes 
sperm-mills of the cattle, and converts the stable to a chemical factory. 
The rivers, lakes, and ponds, too much fished, or obstructed by fae- 
tories, are artificially filled with the eggs of salmon, turbot, and her- 
ring. 

“ Chat Moss and the fens of Lincolnshire and Cambridgeshire are 
unhealthy and too barren to pay rent. By cylindrical tiles, and gutta- 
percha tubes, five millions of acres of bad land have been drained and 
put on equality with the best, for rape-culture and grass. The climate 


43° 














508 RECENT BOOKS ON ENGLAND. [ Oct. 


too, which was already believed to have become milder and drier by 
the enormous consumption of coal, is so far reached by this new action, 
that fogs and storms are said to disappear. In due course, all England 
will be drained, and rise a second time out of the waters. The latest 
step was to call in the aid of steam to agriculture. Steam is almost an 
Englishman. I do not know but they will send him to Parliament next, 
to make laws. He weaves, forges, saws, pounds, fans, and now he must 
pump, grind, dig, and plough for the farmer. The markets created by 
the manufacturing population have erected agriculture into a great 
thriving and spending industry. The value of the houses in Britain is 
equal to the value of the soil. Artificial aids of all kinds are cheaper 
than the matural resources. No man can afford to walk, when the par- 
liamentary-train carries him for a penny a mile. Gas-burners are 
cheaper than daylight in numberless floors in the cities. All the 
houses in London buy their water. The English trade does not exist 
for the exportation of native products, but on its manufactures, or the 
making well every thing which is ill made elsewhere. They make 
ponchos for the Mexican, bandannas for the Hindoo, ginseng for the 
Chinese, beads for the Indian, laces for the Flemings, telescopes for 
astronomers, cannons for kings. 

“The Board of Trade caused the best models of Greece and Italy to 
be placed within the reach of every manufacturing population. They 
‘aused to be translated from foreign languages and illustrated by 
elaborate drawings, the most approved works of Munich, Berlin, and 
Paris. They have ransacked Italy to find new forms, to add a grace 
to the products of their looms, their potteries, and their founderies. 

“The nearer we look, the more artificial is their social system. 
Their law is a network of fictions. Their property, a scrip or certif- 
ieste of right to interest on money that no man ever saw. ‘Their 
social classes are made by statute. Their ratios of power and repre- 
sentation are historical and legal. The last Reform-bill took away 
political power from a mound, a ruin, and a stone-wall, whilst Birming- 
ham and Manchester, whose mills paid for the wars of Europe, had no 
representative. Purity in the elective Parliament is secured by the 
purchase of seats. Foreign power is kept by armed colonies; power 
at home, by a standing army of police. The pauper lives better than 
the free laborer ; the thief better than the pauper; and the transported 
felon better than the one under imprisonment. The crimes are fac- 
titious, as smuggling, poaching, non-conformity, heresy, and treason. 
Better, they say in England, kill a man than a hare. The sovereignty 
of the seas is maintained by the impressment of seamen. ‘The im- 
pressment of seamen,’ said Lord Eldon, ‘is the life of our navy.’ 
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Solvency is maintained by means of a national debt, on the principle, 
‘If you will not lend me the money, how can I pay you?’ For the 
administration of justice, Sir Samuel Romilly’s expedient for clearing 
the arrears of business in Chancery was the Chancellor's staying 
away entirely from his court. Their system of education is factitious. 
The Universities galvanize dead languages into a semblance of life. 
Their Church is artificial. The manners and customs of society are 
artificial; — made-up men with made-up manners ;— and thus the 
whole is Birminghamized, and we have a nation whose existence is 
a work of art;—a cold, barren, almost arctic isle, being made the 
most fruitful, luxurious, and imperial land in the whole earth. 

“Man in England submits to be a product of political economy. 
On a bleak moor, a mill is built, a banking-house is opened, and men 
come in, as water in a sluice-way, and towns and cities rise. Man is 
made as a Birmingham button. The rapid doubling of the population 
dates from Watt’s steam-engine. A landlord, who owns a province, 
says, ‘ The tenantry are unprofitable ; let me have sheep.’ He unroofs 
the houses, and ships the population to America. The nation is ac- 


’ 


customed to the instantaneous creation of wealth. It is the maxim of 
their economists, ‘that the greater part in value of the wealth now 
existing in England has been produced by human hands within the 
last twelve months.’ Meantime, three or four days’ rain will reduce 
hundreds to starving in London.” — pp. 98 — 103. 


Mr. Emerson has been twice in England. His second voy- 
age thither was in 1847, at the invitation of several Mechan- 
ics’ Institutes in Lancashire and Yorkshire, to deliver a series 
of lectures. The greater part of the work purports to give 
the impressions received during the tour made in pursuance 
of and in connection with that engagement. His first chap- 
ter, however, is devoted to an earlier visit, in 1833, and is 
chiefly filled with his interviews with persons well known 
in the literary world, such as Landor, Coleridge, Carlyle, and 
Wordsworth. He does not heighten our reverence for Cole- 
ridge, who overwhelmed him with a torrent of windy decla- 
mation, fraught with the intensest egotism and the stalest com- 
monplaces. “ The visit,” says Mr. Emerson, “was rather a 
spectacle than a conversation, of no use beyond the satis- 
faction of my curiosity. He was old and preoccupied, and 
could not bend to a new companion and think with him.” 
His visit to Wordsworth afforded him much greater edifi- 
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cation, and presents the same amiable picture, so often given 
us, of the simple, true, kind, reverent old man, full of uncon- 
scious oddities, and, with virgin modesty, not one whit less 
egotistical than the pompous philosopher of Highgate. 

In passing to Mr. Coxe’s book, we exchange our «wsthetic 
for an exclusively ecclesiastical point of view, As a devout 
son of the American branch of the English Church, he makes 
his tour a religious pilgrimage. This side of the Apostolic 
age, he finds no names so great and holds none so sacred as in 
England among the dead and the living; this side of Pales- 
tine, he can tread no ground so holy and trace no monuments 
so venerable. He therefore gives us very numerous and hap- 
pily drawn sketches of cathedrals and churches, introduces us 
to a large number of distinguished prelates and clergymen, and 
describes with great minuteness all the variable parts of the 
public religious service, as performed at various altars and by 
diverse functionaries. His book contains, indeed, much else, 
for it seems to be a faithful transcript of his daily experiences ; 
but enthusiastic reverence and love for his Church led him to 
make cathedral-towns his resting-places, to cultivate clerical 
society chiefly, and to search above all things for the memo- 
rials of Christian fidelity and heroism that have come down 
from earlier centuries. In all this there is nothing otherwise 
than just, courteous, and kind towards those of forms and 
creeds alien from his own. He evidently has no theological 
enmities to gratify, but only that honest, hearty, tender in- 
terest in men and things connected with his own dearest con- 
victions and profoundest loves, which we would gladly see 
manifested by the members of every separate section of the 
Christian fold. 

We are ready to accord with his estimate of the merits and 
the short-comings of the English Church. So far as it is a 
religious organization, it is true to its calling and its trust ; 
so far as it is a state establishment, dependent on secular 
patronage, and bound by laws and liabilities not of its own 
choice, it often lies open to censure and reproach. But it 
must be remembered that Erastianism has never been de- 
nounced more vehemently by Dissenters than by loyal mem- 
bers of the Establishment; that the most devout, earnest, and 
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philanthropic Churchmen at the present day, with hardly an 
opposing voice, deem the connection of Church and State 
little better than a Mezentian embrace, the living with the 
dead; and that among the most zealous advocates of that 
unblessed union have always been and still are the least 
religious of British statesmen. But on this point we must 
let Mr. Coxe speak for himself, and would express our cordial 
assent to every sentiment in the following paragraph, unless 
it be to the full breadth of the comparison which we have 
taken the liberty of italicizing. 

“T cannot forbear to remark, that when American travellers go to 
England, and copy the false statistics of some infidel almanac, to justify 
their railings against the National Church, they are about as wise as 
John Bull is, when he takes the statistics of our (immigrant) pauperism 
and crime, as a test of the true state of American society. It is true 
that there are great abuses connected with the establishment ; and it is 
also true that they are deplored by no class of Englishmen half so much 
as they are by the true Churchman. If the Church could be left to her- 
self, they would be immediately reformed ; but the very creatures who 
rail at her, because of them, are they who refuse to give her the free- 
dom which she claims, and who do the most to enslave her to the State 
power. I am no friend to that power in the Church of Gop ; but they 
who prate against the Church, because of her misfortunes, deserve the 
rebuke of all thinking men, whose knowledge of history, and of the ex- 
isting state of the world, enables them to compare what has been done 
for England, by that Church, even in her fetters, with what all other re- 
ligions put together have done for the residue of the world. When we 
reflect upon the three great achievements of that Church for English 
liberty, —the Reformation, the Restoration of the Constitution and 
Monarchy, and the repudiation of the Popish Stuarts, we may well 
afford to laugh at such sneers as a Macaulay endeavors to raise against 
her, on the ground of blemishes with which his own reckless and treach- 
erous political allies have deformed and afilicted her. And when we 
attempt to estimate the blessings she has diffused through the whole 
Anglo-Saxon people, and by them through the world, who can refrain 
from blessing the dear Church which has placed the English Bible in 
every cottage, and which, for three centuries, has read the Zen Com- 
mandments, every Lord’s day, in the ears of millions of the people ? It 
is only when we think of what that Church has done, in spite of the 
golden chains which fetter her, and in spite of the political miscreants 
who have always hung like hounds upon her heels and hands, that we 
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can rightly estimate her strong vitality, and her vast beneficence.” — 
pp. 316, 317. 


Mr. Coxe wields a graceful and graphic pen. His sense of 
the beautiful and the grand is prompt and true. Eloquent 
descriptions of natural scenery, of architecture, life, and man- 
ners, are interspersed with the personal narrative in almost 
every chapter. A delicate reserve draws the line between 
what may rightfully be given to the public and what belongs 
to the confidence of friendship and the sacredness of domestic 
retirement. ‘There is nothing in his book which the most fas- 
tidions of his English hosts could be unwilling to see in print. 
At the same time, he has not carried his reserve to that ex- 
treme of pradery which would make his story jejune and 
almost impersonal. The work does equal credit to his taste 
and discretion, his head and heart; and though, as we have 
intimated, it deals principally with ecclesiastical topics, it is 
incidentally instructive on a large range of subjects, and on 
all betrays keen powers of observation, and a uniform candor 
of judgment and kindness of feeling, that win our entire re- 
spect and sympathy. 

We have space but for a single additional extract, and it 
shall be the description of his visit to Keble, who is known 
no less by the apostolic piety and benevolence with which he 
irradiates his comparatively obscure home-sphere, than by those 
sweet strains of evangelic verse which inspire and feed devo- 
tion wherever his native tongue is read. 


“From Winchester I went by post, in the twilight, over downs, and 
through dingles and dales, to Hursley, where I entered the Church, 
and found Mr. Keble and his curate celebrating Evening Prayers. I 
had brought with me, from Hampton Court, a feeling of overpowering 
depression, and having seen the admired poet in circumstances so fitting 
to his character as a Christian priest, I was about to turn away, and 
drive back to Winchester, when another impulse suddenly prevailed, 
and I ventured to present myself. I had a preconception of his piety 
and unworldliness, that affected me with awe, and embarrassed me, in 
approaching him; nor did anything in his cordiality divest him of some- 
thing that restrained me in his presence. Nothing could be more sim- 
ple and unaffected than his manner; and yet, in a word, it was as if 
George Herbert had risen from his grave, and were talking with me, 
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in a familiar way. He would not hear of my departure, but instantly 
made me his guest ; and thenceforth I was in a dream, from the time 
that I first saw him till I bade him farewell. Nothing could be more 
kind than his hospitality ; nothing more delightful than the vision on 
which I opened my eyes, in the morning, and looked out on his Church, 
and the little hamlet contiguous. Llursley is a true poet’s home. It is 
as secluded as can well be imagined. England might ring with alarms, 
and Hursley would not hear it: and it seems all the more lonely, when 
one learns that Richard Cromwell retired hither, from a throne, and, 
after waxing old in a quiet contentment, died here in peace, and now 
sleeps beneath the tower of the Church, just under the vicar’s windows, 
with all the cousinry of the Cromwells around him. A wise fool was 
Richard! But to think of a Cromwell lying still, in such a Church as 
Mr. Keble has made this of Hursley! It has been lately rebuilt, from 
the foundation, all but the tower, and its symbolism and decoration are 
very rich, though far from being overdone. The taste that has en- 
shrined itself in ‘The Christian Year, has here taken shape in stones. 
One of the windows, the gift of friends, is an epitome of that delightful 
work, and displays the chief festivals, beginning with the Circumcision. 
In the minute adornment of the corbels, my attention was called to a 
beautiful idea, which runs through the whole series, and which is said 
to furnish the hint for interpreting the ornaments of older churches. 
Entering the south porch, you observe the sculptured heads of the 
reigning sovereign and the present bishop of the See ; and then, at the 
door, those of St. Helena, and St. Augustine of Canterbury. At the 
chancel arch are St. Peter and St. Paul; and over the altar, beneath 
the arch of the east window, are the figures of our Lord, and of His 
Virgin Mother. Thus, from the present, the mind is carried on to the 
past ; and from pastors and rulers, through doctors and apostles, up to 
Christ. The north porch exhibits the heads of Ken and Andrewes, of 
Wykeham and Fox ; while the corbels of the exterior arch of the east 
window bear those of Ambrose and Athanasius. The tower of the 
Church is finished by a graceful spire, and the gilded cock surmounts 
the pile, — 
‘to tell 
How, when Aposiles ceased to pray, they fell.’ 

“A grateful feeling comes over me at every remembrance of my visit 
to Ilursley, for I felt all the time like an intruder, receiving privileges 
beyond my power to repay, while my kind entertainer seemed as one 
who desires no such tribute to his genius as mere tourists are wont to 
afford. An inferior character might be flattered to find himself sought 
out, of every traveller; but all the heartfelt kindness of the vicar of 














514 RECENT BOOKS ON ENGLAND. [ Oct. 


Hursley was no disguise, to me, of a spirit that loves the Paradise of a 
blessed seclusion from the world, and which nothing but benevolence 
‘an prompt to welcome the stranger, that desires to see him face to 
face, and to thank him for the soothing influences and inspiring har- 
monies of his perennial songs.” — pp. 247, 248. 


Mr. Tuckerman’s “ Month in England” is not a new book ; 
but it is one that should not be sutlered to grow old. On its 
first appearance, in 1853, we expressed in a single paragraph 
our high appreciation of it, and we gladly avail ourselves of 
the new edition to recall attention to it. Here too “the ruling 
passion ” gives character and tone to the entire narrative. The 
author's pervading aim seems to have been to verify on their 
own soil the local associations connected with the great names 
of English literature. There are indeed vivid portraitures 
of external nature, of the memorials of antiquity and the 
monuments of art. There are finely drawn sketches of life 
and manners, perhaps too much in outline, and too seldom 
enlivened by conversation or adventure. But wherever Mr. 
Tuckerman goes, if he records no living presence, the dead 
are with him; a retrospective fancy dresses up the scene as it 
was when they gave it life, and, where illustrious men were 
wont to resort, they come back in throngs in the very forms 
they bore, and surrounded by the very reminiscences which 
most clearly mark the place of each in the muster-roll of 
genius and fame. Few descriptions are so rich and sug- 
gestive as this of a visit to Christ’s Hospital. 


“Unmindful of the vapory pall that hung ominous and thick over 
the reeking streets, ever and anon condensing into showers, I left my 
cabman to his India-rubber envelope, and his horse to the bag of corn 
tied over his proboscis, and hurried through the archway into the vast 
quadrangle and dusky corridors of Christ’s Hospital. On that winter 
day they wore a sombre look; the rain dripped from every cornice ; 
little pools gleamed darkly in the hollows of the broad paved area ; and 
I felt as once, during a storm, in Pisa, when I took shelter under the 
arcades of the Campo Santo; only here the architecture was of a heavier 
cast, and there were no pale frescos to enliven the time-worn vaults, 
nor even a spire of herbage, or timid wall-flower, to whisper of the leafy 
web that, in softer latitudes, hides the ravages of time. In one of the 
school-rooms, on the ground floor, the light of a coal-fire in the huge 
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chimney fell on the wan countenance of a solitary boy, who, in the 
midst of hacked forms, blackboards, and scattered benches, was stoop- 
ing dejectedly over his book. I glanced through the window, as I 
passed, at the ‘kept’ urchin, and thought of the ‘ objectless holidays’ 
of the orphans described by Elia; but the reverse of the picture was 
visible a moment after, when a dozen little fellows ran aeross the vast 
court, their laughter waking strange echoes through the gloomy pile. 
Their costume was a long coat of blue cloth secured by a leather belt, 
and surmounted by a white collar folded neatly over the neck; this 
attire gave them so much the look of a juvenile priesthood, and so 
elongated and solemnized their slender figures, that their childish 
gayety seemed curiously inappropriate. As I walked beneath the 
pillared archway, I read the tablets inscribed at intervals along the 
yalls ; one announced that no boy could see his friends during school- 
hours ; one designated the wards of the nurses ; and another proclaimed 
the benefactions of friends, or the merits of stewards. But that which 
vaused me to linger and muse was dedicated to the memory of Master 
Boyer, whose character has been so vividly yet inconsistently described 
by three of his illustrious pupils. I recalled his ‘ passionate wig,’ his 
‘storms that came near, but never touched,’ recorded by Lamb; and 
Coleridge’s testimony to the ‘ inestimable advantage of a very sensible, 
though, at the same time, very severe master.’ I seemed to hear his 
scornful voice criticising a theme: ‘ Harp? lyre ?— pen and ink, boy, 
you mean; Pierian spring? oh, ay,—the cloister pump, I suppose.’ 
De Quincey calls him the greatest villain of the nineteenth century, 
declares flogging was his life, and that Coleridge’s admiration of him 
was a monomania. The truth doubtless lies between these extremes of 
judgment; and their contradiction may be accounted for by the inten- 
sity, both of gratitude and indignation, with which we revert to those 
toward whom the sense of intellectual obligation is balanced by rankling 
wounds inflicted on our self-love. The name of the old master was a 
spell, however, that revived the images of those who profited by his 
classic discipline, for, with all his eccentric despotism, according to 
Lamb, he ‘made scholars.’ His name is at least associated with the 
freshest reminiscences of genius. Here, I thought, as I looked round 
upon the old quadrangle and massive corridors, knots of childish ad- 
mirers would gather about the ‘inspired charity-boy, and listen rever- 
ently to the musical voice destined, in after years, to chant immortal 
Genevieve, and reason eloquently of ‘ foreknowledge, will, and fate’ ; 
in yonder angle, perhaps, sat the kind soul, Lamb’s old relative, to be- 
stow on her darling ‘the extraordinary slice of bread and butter from 
the hot loaf of the Temple’; and by her side stood the grateful boy, 
VOL. LXXXiII.— No. 173. 44 
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inwardly struggling between hunger and generosity, his pale features 
lit up with expectancy, and ‘contending passions at the unfolding.’ 

“In that chamber, perchance, whose ancient window overlooks this 
broad arena, the devout Baxter expired; over these wet stones the 
youthful Addison sped to his recitation, meditating, as he walked, a 
Latin epigram ; lighting with his smile the gloomy shadow of this vesti- 
bule, jovial Steele threw his arm caressingly over the shoulders of his 
comrade ; and, in the twilight nook of the opposite poreh, Leigh Hunt 
dreamed many an Arabian tale. Stillingfleet practised his first rhetoric, 
Blackstone felt, on his palm, the majesty of offended law, and Richard- 
son caught his earliest dramatic glimpses of life touched by the mellow 
hue of sentiment — afterward to expand in ‘ Clarissa Harlowe’— here, 
amid the sports, lessons, and monastic seclusion of Christ’s Hospital. 
In historical, not less than personal association, is the edifice rich and 
impressive: the greater part of the victims of the plague were buried 
there, in the reign of the third Edward. Kings, nobles, friars, pen- 
sioners, and charity boys, have had their dwelling-place here in succes- 
sion ; every variety of human character, from Wesley to Tooke, and 
from Barrow to Camden, have here imbibed the milk of knowledge ; 
and, as I invoked the forms of the departed, a throng consecrated by 
genius, piety, or adventure gathered to my mind’s eye, in every gallery 
and over the hollow square, until a vision as glorious as ever filled the 
brain of the opium-eater, of whose school-days also this was the scene, 
irradiated the venerable and lonely cloisters. Gazing up at the enor- 
mous roof, I thought of the donkey secretly tethered there, for whom 
the schoolboy-tyrant (made eternally infamous by ‘ Elia’s’ record) kept 
bread from his younger companions; and, in their lofty dining-hall, 
‘hung round with pictures by Verrio, Lely, and others,’ I wondered if 
blue and tasteless milk-porridge was still the order of the day for Mon- 
day, and mutton-secrags on Friday ; I could almost taste the smack of 
ginger and cinnamon which there endeared millet to the then unsophis- 
ticated palate of the child, who was indeed ‘father of the man,’ and re- 
verted to his boyhood with a moral zest indicative of its perennial 
quality. I looked into the faces of the crowd of blue-coated urchins, 
then listening to ‘ grace after meat,’ and would fain have asked if there 
were yet among them a young stork like him immortalized in the ‘ Rec- 
ollections,’ as a martyr to the imputation of meanness, while starving 
himself to feed his parents. I longed too to recognize Master Matthew 
Field, that rare combination of ‘ gentleman, scholar, and Christian, 
whom his quaint pupil so loved to honor; and above all, by slow de- 
grees, yet with a clear and palpable impression, there stole upon me, 
as it were, the very atmosphere wherein was lapped the boyhood of 
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Charles Lamb. As I felt in the Temple his infant environment, here 
came home to me the spirit of his school experience. I realized how 
the traditional mysteries of these old cloisters aided his dawning im- 
agination ; how he felt a peculiar dignity from the ‘magnitude of the 
body’ to which, at so tender an age, he was bound; and how the senti- 
ment of the past was breathed into his soul from being thus allied to 
one of its monuments. It seemed to me, then, quite natural, that, from 
such a school, boys should go in search of Quarl’s island. I felt no sur- 
prise that a noble sense of relation to the great world should grow up 
among children already predestined to the navy and the church, nor 
that the Grecians and the sea-boys were arrayed to the eyes of their 
gentle brother, the poor annuitant to be, with prophetic interest. I 
watched the ‘ young monks’ through the lens of Lamb’s sympathy, and 
all the effect of ‘substituted paternity, of ‘ no bills,’ of ‘ the civic pleas- 
antries of the dispensing aldermen, and ‘the prescriptive title of admis- 
sion to the lions of the Tower, in lending a sacred importance to the 
blue-coat boy of Christ’s, was thus fully realized. I thought, too, of the 
boy Elia lying awake in some part of this vast building, listening to the 
Christmas carol, —‘ transported in fancy to the fields of Bethlehem’ ; 
and of his reverent love for ‘that godly and royal child, Edward VL, 
flower of the Tudor name,— the serious and holy child who walked 
with Cranmer and Ridley,— the young flower untimely cropped, and 
whose efligy he wrote on his garments.” 


Here it could hardly be that, with Lamb so fresh in the 
memory, — the last rites of literary friendship just performed 
for him by Talfourd and De Quincey,—the figure of the 
gentle, bashful boy should not at every turn have come be- 
tween Mr. ‘Tuckerman and the other forms evoked from the 
more remote past. But in the busy thoroughfare, with the 
shifting crowds, thought moves quicker, and returns not upon 
itself so readily ; the shadowy forms chase one another across 
the scene in a procession that never rests, and, it might seem, 
could never end. What scores of characteristic traits and 
anecdotes, what volumes of our early reading when “the 
dead alone were great,” are brought to mind by this para- 


graph about the London streets! 


“In the crowded Strand, how pleasant to remember the boy Cole- 
ridge thrusting his hand against a gentleman’s pocket while in the fan- 
ciful act of swimming the Hellespont, —an instance of classical delusion 
that so won the wrathful man, that he subscribed to a circulating 
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library, in the urchin’s name, for a twelvemonth! How charming 
to think that inductive Bacon and heroic Harry Vane were born 
there, and that against yonder pillar of Temple Bar Dr. Johnson 
leaned one night, going home with Boswell, and indulged in such an 
unprecedented fit of laughter as to frighten his puritan satellite! Walk- 
ing, after nightfall, by the cheerful shops of Oxford Street, how vividly 
De Quincey’s pallid and lofty brow rises before us; here he first 
bought opium, and met poor Ann, a hungry wanderer; and subse- 
quently apostrophized that busy thoroughfare as a ‘stony-hearted step- 
mother that listens to the sighs of orphans and drinks the tears of chil- 
dren’! At the Tower, who, with a heart in his bosom, does not turn 
from armor and regalia to the inscriptions on Sir Walter Raleigh’s 
cell, and to the thought of Otway dying at a neighboring tavern, 
choked by the bread that came too late? In front of Apsley House, 
who, with a ray of imagination, does not glance at Beckford’s old 
residence adjacent? Is not Cornhill glorified by the memory of Gray 
who was born there, at number forty-one? Shall we cross Westmin- 
ster Bridge, and not think of poor Crabbe pacing to and fro, with his 
verses in his pocket, the night before his fortunate application to Burke ? 
or enter Bloomsbury Square, nor try to identify Steele’s fine house upon 
which Addison vainly levied an attachment, to bring his improvident 
friend to his senses ? or pass through Smithfield, unmindful of Bunyan 
and Wesley ? or Green Arbor Court, and not bless the author of * The 
Vicar of Wakefield’ and ‘The Deserted Village, who there taught 
poor children to dance? Is it quite grateful to ascend the old stairs at 
Somerset House, on our way to the Royal Society, and imagine Crom- 
well, grim and stalwart, lying in state, and not elegant Sir Joshua 
Reynolds lecturing on art? Let us ever behold, in fancy, when in 
Duke Street, our own Franklin a journeyman-printer; in Brooke 
Street, be haunted by Chatterton’s suicide; in the Poultry, imagine 
Hood, an infant; in Great Russell, near Bow Street, do homage to 
Dryden in his oracular seat at Will’s; and opposite, to the author of 
‘Cato,’ escaped from domestic annoyance, at Button’s; let us not return 
from a party, beneath the stars, through St. James Street, without a 
pitiful recollection of Savage wandering there, at the same hour, for 
want of shelter; and fail not, by way of contrast, in Pall-Mall, to 
moralize on the prosperity of Sir William Temple, near the site of his 
noble mansion. Let the * Elegy,’ and the law of gravitation, recur to 
us in Jermyn Street, where Gray and Sir Isaac Newton lived. Let us 
not despise Harishorn Lane, for Ben Jonson was born there ; nor forget 
to smile once more at Isaac Bickerstaff’s wit, in Salisbury Street, where 
Partridge the almanac-maker dwelt. It is worth while to say to one’s 
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self, in passing Old Bond Street, that Sterne died there, and in Berkeley 
Square, Horace Walpole ; and among the ‘ bachelors of the Albany,’ as 
we enter that shrine of celibate luxury, to recall Byron, Canning, and 
Monk Lewis. Thus, at every step, rise up familiar beings, to solemnize 
or cheer, and people the memorable sites of London. The variety of 
character is as great as that of gifts; and the mind is bewildered by the 
number and contrast of these intellectual almoners, whose bounty is 
thus recalled where the place that once knew them knows them no 
more.” 


It is only as the land of literary pilgrimage that England 
presents to the American traveller attractions which must 
needs outrival those of all the Old World besides. The artist 
may well prefer the favored seats of spontaneous genius and 
unforced achievement in art. The student of human nature 
finds it far more freely open to his scrutiny, and with wider 
diversities of type, in Paris than in London. The lover of 
society can with less of ceremony, and with easier admittance, 
frequent a Continental court than an English drawing-room. 
To those whose quest is magnificent scenery, Great Britain 
exhibits but in miniature the mountains, lakes, rivers, and 
waterfalls of Central Europe or of North America. But no- 
where else has literature so multiplied its shrines, and lav- 
ished its oil of consecration, and become so truly the genius 
loci of almost every rood of soil, as in England. Some of the 
reasons for this are obvious. Strong and enduring associa- 
tions between persons and places can spring up only where 
domestic life is stable and cherished. A home-loving people 
of necessity attaches interest and curiosity to the homes and 
haunts of its great men. ‘Then, too, in such a people every 
man has a home. Even poverty, instead of making a poet or 
an artist a life-long wanderer from city to city, as it might and 
has in Italy, only contracts and attenuates his dwelling, and 
thus transmits a garret instead of a library, or a cottage in- 
stead of a villa, as the shrine to be held sacred to his memory. 
It might further be alleged, that the personality of a man of 
distinguished literary powers has for several centuries been 
greater and more honored in England than anywhere else 
upon earth. On the Continent, with rare exceptions and 
those comparatively recent, a work of plebeian genius does 
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little towards elevating the social position or enlarging the 
social sphere of its author; while in England the essential 
nobleness of genius has been recognized for many genera- 
tions ; and, though pecuniary rewards have often been slow 
and meagre, seldom has one, whom posterity has delighted to 
honor, failed tg be an object of interest and distinguished re- 
gard while living. Thus literary localities have so fixed them- 
selves in the grateful memory of the nation, that there is hardly 
a name eminent in letters that is not identified with the hab- 
itation or the wonted resorts of its possessor. Add to these 
considerations the fact that literature (considered apart from 
erudition and science) has undoubtedly been the profession 
or constituted the fame of hundreds in Great Britain for 
scores in any other country. 

For these reasons, there is peculiar pertinency in such a 
narrative of travel as Mr. Tuckerman has given us. He went 
from home well furnished for his work, thoroughly read in the 
choicest English literature, with profound yet discriminating 
reverence for its luminaries, and with that intimate conver- 
sance with their biography which taught him what to seek 
and where. His book, modest and devoid of egotism, is 
virtually the record of his own liberal culture. We close our 
notice of it by his closing paragraphs, which happily describe 
the grounds of peculiar interest that England oflers to an 
American traveller. 

“ With a foreigner for his companion, when travelling in England, 
an American soon becomes aware of the greater intimacy of relation 
which he enjoys with the past and present of the country. No in- 
fantile reminiscence, musical with nursery-rhymes, startles the French- 
man beside you, when the guard bawls at the car-window, ‘ Ban- 
bury Cross’; the German friend, on whose arm you lean, walking 
through Holborn, does not pause instinctively, as if his boot-nails 
were glued to the pavement by a magnet, at the sight of Day & Mar- 
tin’s sign; and the Italian, full of patriotic memories of Canova, won- 
ders at you in St. Paul’s for standing so long before Abercrombie’s 
monument, ignorant, as he is, that the position of the dying general 
taught Kean how to fall naturally in his tragic death-scenes. An hour 
by ‘Shrewsbury clock’ is no more significant to a Continental than 
that noted by any other dial; he will scarcely think at Bath of Frances 
Burney, Jane Austen, or Smollett; or of Coleridge, Southey, and 
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Wordsworth, at Bristol. The cliff at Dover to his eyes is only an 
abrupt elevation of jagged chalk ; no blind Gloster stands on the ledge, 
nor samphire-gleaner, midway down, follows his ‘dreadful trade.’ 

“Tt is from our sympathy with the mind of the country that her 
landscape often wears an occult charm. We have an @ priori attach- 
ment to London because the soul of Shakespeare encamped so long in 
its midst. To us, England is the land where Wordsworth, with heroic 
love and patience, waited at the pure altar he had built to Nature and 
the Muses; where Carlyle, with his logical hammer, knocked away the 
flimsy incrustations with which hypocrisy and conventionalism shroud 
reality, and vindicated the essential and true in life and man; where 
Mrs. Hemans sung of home ; Miss Edgeworth applied the test of sense 
and prudence to social life; Shelley kindled into aerial fantasy the 
dreams of classicism and reform; Bentham benignly advocated the 
greatest good of the greatest number; Macaulay made brilliant rhetor- 
ical digests ; and Hood sent forth lyrics and puns alike provocative to 
tears of mirth and pity. When vexed by her arrogance, therefore, 
or restless under the vast shadow of her civic power, we find, in the 
thought of intellectual obligation and kindred, a constant antidote for 
the bane. 

“The national characteristics of the English prove, upon personal 
experience, to be derived from extremes; and hence the apparent 
inconsistency of prejudice and praise bestowed on them by foreign 
writers. Hospitality, for instance, is a proverbial trait; but he who 
imagines that this virtue springs from a rare facility of intercourse, and 
a voluntary extension of kindness, will be greatly disappointed. The 
French and Italians far excel their insular neighbors in outward and 
ready courtesy. It is the quality, and not the universality, of this noble 
trait, that has given England her fame as its legitimate exponent. The 
access to her domestic sanctuaries is jealously guarded ; but once opened, 
the confidence, freedom, and heartiness are entire. Nowhere do the 
arrangements of private life so aptly fit the needs of the stranger; in 
no dwellings is he sooner made unconscious of that name; and the 
consequence is, that two quite distinct impressions are borne away 
from the country; one critical, and relating to England as a whole, to 
the idea of the nation in the abstract; and the other a sentiment of 
grateful attachment and of high respect toward individuals, families, and 
friends ; than which no reminiscence of travel can be more permanent 


and earnest.” 
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Art. XII.— Life of William Plumer [Governor of New Hamp- 
shire]. By his Son, Witiiam Pivumer, Junior. Edited, 
with a Sketch of the Author’s Life, by A. P. Prasopy. 
Boston: Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 1856. S8vo. pp. 543. 


In these days, many students of the history of Presidential 
Elections will remember, that on the tabular record of the 
votes of old times there is the notice of an election, in which 
one elector threw his single vote against two hundred and 
thirty-one others. It was on the occasion of Mr. Monroe’s 
second election, and this single vote robbed him of the honor 
which, thus far, no one has shared with Washington, of re- 
ceiving the unanimous choice of the Electoral Colleges. ‘This 
solitary vote was thrown by Governor William Plumer of 
New Hampshire, the subject of the biography before us. It 
deserves special notice, as the only instance in which an elec- 
tor, chosen by the people, has voted without complying with 
a previous understanding, and in accordance with the sup- 
posed theory of the Federal Constitution. That instrument 
confides the choice of President, not to the people, but to the 
electors. It seems to have been supposed that they, rather 
than any earlier caucus or convention, would weigh candi- 
dates, and decide who best would answer the necessities of 
the time and position. In reality, however,—as at this mo- 
ment we know,—no discretion is now left in the electors’ 
hands. ‘The people vote for them, with the distinct under- 
standing, amounting to a pledge, in our present practice, 
that they will vote for a candidate already fixed upon. 

In the single exception which we have named to this gen- 
eral practice,” in the ninth election for President, at that period 
of political calm, just before the storm of the great Missouri 
debate, which was called the “era of good feeling,’ Gov- 
ernor Plumer had been chosen, as a “ Republican,” at the 


* In the election of 1824, some votes were thrown for “unpledged electors.” 
But we believe no electors were chosen whose vote was not pledged or known be- 
forehand. In the election of 1816 — and possibly on some other occasions, where 
the minority chose electors simply for form's sake — by the legislature, and not by 
the people, electors whose vote was not pledged were chosen in some instances. 
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head of the electoral ticket in New Hampshire. Nobody 
asked him if he would vote for Mr. Monroe, and he had never 
said he would. But Mr. Monroe was supported, throughout 
the country, with what Mr. Randolph called the “ unanimity 
of indifference.” In Richmond, the capital of his own State, 
he received seventeen votes only, no one voting against him. 
Indeed, there is said to have been no ticket run in opposition 
to him, except in Pennsylvania, where an “ Antislavery tick- 
et” received some votes, mostly in Philadelphia. In this 
“ unanimity of indifference” the Electoral Colleges met. All 
the electors in all the States voted for Mr. Monroe, — with 
the single exception that Governor William Plumer of New 
Hampshire, in opposition to the expectations of those who 
chose him, to the seven other electors of that State, and two 
hundred and twenty-four electors in other States, gave his vote 
for John Quincy Adams. 

History will be apt to say, that this simple protest was well 
and wisely made, — if, indeed, History ever has the leisure to 
go back and look up James Monroe in his oblivion. It is 
really matter of satisfaction that the splendid tribute of unan- 
imous approbation given to Washington should not have 
been repeated, even through indifference, in the election to the 
Presidency of a man who left the army in the midst of the 
Revolution, “ when superseded of his lineal rank ”;* who used 
all his influence in Virginia to prevent the adoption of the 
Federal Constitution; + who compelled Washington to recall 
him from the foreign mission which had been intrusted to 
him only in a spirit of conciliation; } whose energy displayed 
itself most eminently when he forced Mr. Madison and his 
Cabinet into the war with Great Britain, for which they 
knew they were not prepared;§ whose own administration 
is chiefly distinguished by the success with which it abetted 
the eflorts to maintain slavery west of the Mississippi; || and 
whose name is now repeated only in connection with that 
remarkable “ Monroe doctrine,’ which, misunderstood and 


* See J. Q. Adams’s Eulogy on President Monroe. + Ibid. 
t Ibid. 
§ See T. Il. Benton’s Thirty Years’ View, p. 6. 
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abused by politicians of the present day, yet in its first in- 
tent and true meaning both wise and timely, was originated 
not by him whose name it bears, but by another." 

This solitary vote of Governor Plumer was justified by him 
because 


“ Tle thought Mr. Monroe’s capacity by no means equal to the place. 
‘We mistake,’ he said, ‘if we suppose that any but the ablest men are 
fit for the highest place. The government of weak men must always 
be disastrous. “Woe to thee, O land, when thy king is a child.”’ He 
was influenced in part, perhaps, by a desire to draw attention to his 
friend Adams, whom he thus first nominated for the Presidency; but 
more by his disapprobation of what he regarded as the wasteful extrav- 
agance of the public expenditure, during Monroe’s first term of service, 
which, instead of paying the public debt, had compelled a resort to loans 
in a time of peace. 

“This dissatisfaction with the course of public events was by no 
means confined to Governor Plumer. I was in Congress at the time, 
and saw much of it in that body. I received many congratulations on 
this vote of my father, from such men as Randolph, Macon, and other 
Republicans of the old school. Not that they liked Adams (Randolph 
assailed him with the fury of hereditary hate); but they disliked Mon- 
roe, whom they regarded as having adopted, chiefly under the influence 
of Calhoun, some of the worst heresies of the old Federal party. Ran- 
dolph said in the House, with his usual felicity of sarcastic expression : 
‘ They talk of the unanimity of his re-election. Yes, sir; but it is the 
unanimity of indifference, and not of approbation. Four years hence, 
he will go out, with equal unanimity ; and the feeling will then be, not 
indifference, but contempt.’ This bitter prophecy was, in some meas- 
ure, verified, by the almost total oblivion into which Mr, Monroe fell, 
amidst the din of the contest which preceded and followed the election 
of his successor. Forgotten even before he left the White House, he 
was remembered afterwards, for a moment only, as an humble suppli- 
ant for the bounty of Congress, on one of whose most important acts he 
had, just before, put his veto.” — pp. 494, 495. 


We speak of this single act of Governor Plumer’s life, 


* “Tt is now understood that the tone of this message [of 1823], if not its very 
language, was that of John Quincy Adams, then Secretary of State, rather than of 
President Monroe.” — Memoir, p. 512. It is worthy of notice, that John Quincy 
Adams, in his Eulogy of James Monroe, reviewing his administration, makes no 
mention of the “ Monroe doctrine.” 
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not wholly unimportant in itself, as an illustration of a sturdy, 
sometimes almost surly independence of character, which 
gives great freshness to his biography. The briefest sketch 
of his life will show that this independence of the views of his 
associates distinguished him from beginning to end. 

He was born in 1759, in Newbury, Massachusetts, and re- 
moved, when a boy, with his father, to Epping, New Hamp- 
shire, which was his home till he died in 1850. Armed sim- 
ply with the resources of such training as came from the dili- 
gent study of every book he could get at in this little town, 
he started upon life, under intense religious impulse, as a 
Baptist revival preacher. But he soon found himself over- 
whelmed by sceptical doubts, originating in the peculiar the- 
ology of his teachers, — and in spite of their entreaties, and 
those of all his friends, he relinquished the pulpit, and returned 
from his itinerancy to his home. Resorting to the study of 
the law, he prosecuted this, in the face of all advice to the con- 
trary ; at last overcoming the scruples against it of his father 
and mother. He became a leading member of the New 
Hampshire bar, through a period when he measured strength 
with the Sullivans, Jeremiah Smith, Jeremiah Mason, Dan- 
iel Webster, and their associates. He was an active la- 
borer in the formation of the Constitution of New Hamp- 
shire. He used all his efforts to secure the adoption of the 
Federal Constitution by that State, and afterwards in com- 
pleting the organization of the Federalist party there. By that 
party he was sent to the United States Senate for the term 
which began at the same time with Mr. Jefferson’s adminis- 
tration. He opposed the measures of Mr. Jeflerson’s first 
term with ardor, and acknowledges that he was at that time 
a “ Disunionist”; but the triumphant re-election of the Presi- 
dent produced a great change in his mind, not as to his meas- 
ures, but as to the policy of further combined opposition to 
them. He attempted to break down party distinctions, and 
gradually drew nearer to the Democratic party. At the end 
of his term of office he was not re-elected, being “ too much 
of a Federalist to have Republican votes, and too much of a 
Republican deeply to interest Federalists.” He voted for 
Madison as Jeflerson’s successor, as the best man that could 
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be chosen; and, in 1812, he was himself elected Governor 
of New Hampshire, by the Democratic or Republican party. 
He had not been Governor three weeks, when he received a 
requisition to detach militia troops for the defence of the State, 
which requisition he obeyed, “ not taking counsel of flesh and 
blood,” as the political gossip of the times said that he de- 
clared. Whether he said so or not, it is certain that one of 
his customs was to take counsel of himself alone. He voted 
again for Madison in 1812, when all the States but Vermont, 
north of Pennsylvania, opposed him.* He sustained and 
signed the “ Dartmouth University” act, which was after- 
wards set aside by the Supreme Court of the United States. 
In 1818 he left office, retired to private life, and never entered 
the public service again, except on the occasion of voting 
against Mr. Monroe, to which we have alluded. When the 
old Democratic party broke up, he voted for Mr. Adams for 
President, and looked with distress on General Jackson’s elec- 
tion. He occupied the leisure which remained to him, after 
leaving public life, in historical studies, and has left some 
valuable manuscripts unpublished. 

Through his life he maintained a close friendship, and in 
some instances an active correspondence, with prominent men 
in different parts of the country. And he was a keen observer. 
John Quincy Adams thought he saw more clearly and judged 
more coolly of men and things relating to the political world, 
than almost any man with whom he had acted in political 
life. It will readily be understood, then, that this biography 
of a man whose public life was mixed in, all through, with 
the history of the nation, from its very birth to the present 
time, presents constant points of interest. The author, Mr. 
William Plumer, Jr., the son of Governor Plumer, executed 
his work with great care and skill. The narrative is classical 
in style, and everywhere attractive. From his immense mass 
of materials, his selections have been wisely made. We think 
no one will be offended at his admiration for his father’s char- 
acter, and we are sure that the dignity and spirit of the narra- 
tive will conciliate all readers. 

* The Legislature of Vermont chose the Madisonian ele tors. “ The people, if 
allowed to vote, would have voted for Clinton.” — p. 461. 
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It is evident that Governor Plumer was not a man of ge- 
nius; nor is there anything peculiarly brilliant in any of the 
extracts from his own writings which are here presented to us. 
But as a man of stern principle, and of that energy and per- 
severance to which God intrusts the practical work of this 
world a thousand times oftener than he leaves it to sudden 
flashes of inspiration, this self-taught chief magistrate, who 
“took no counsel with flesh or blood,’—this elector who 
voted as he chose, and not as his constituents intended,— 
is an admirable illustration of the kind of men who, in a 
quiet way, have done the most for American institutions. 
Even the little sketch we have attempted of his life will 
evince that what he did was not at all insignificant. He was 
a conscientious man, who showed remarkable efficiency in 
some very important exigencies, who had great success in 
doing the duty next his hand, and to whom New Hamp- 
shire owes, undoubtedly, a great deal in position and in char- 
acter. 

Apart from the circle of the men of New Hampshire, and 
of his personal friends, the book will attract interest as a con- 
tribution to American political history. Our political history 
will probably never be accurately written. The changes in 
our politics are too rapid to make it worth while for posterity 
to study their secret springs, had it the power. But it seldom 
has the power. The material is not preserved. When a knot 
of two or three men get together, weigh different names of 
statesmen who are unconscious that they are in the balance, 
or of adventurers who have never thought of themselves as 
statesmen, and thus determine, long before an election, which 
man shall be forced upon a great party for its nomination, 
they leave behind them no record of their combinations. All 
that history knows is little more than the public knows, — 
that, at the given moment, two or three such combinations of 
men meet at a presidential convention, and that one of their 
candidates is oflered to the nation, which accepts him or re- 
jects him. Here is a single illustration of the darkness which 
settles on our political history, mainly because it is not worth 
while to disturb it. It is only occasionally that a ray of light 
worth notice is flung upon that darkness. Some such rays, 
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however, which we are sure will command a moment’s atten- 
tion, shine out from the book before us. 

The subject of most curiosity, which thus receives eluci- 
dation, is the supposed desire of some Northern men in 
1803 — on occasion of the annexation of Louisiana — to es- 
tablish a separate Northern confederacy. Our older readers 
will recollect the excitement which was aroused when, in 
October, 1828, Mr. Adams, then President, and a candidate 
for re-election, permitted the publication, in the National In- 
telligencer, of a statement, that the object of “ certain leaders” 
of the Federalist party in Massachusetts, in 1808, “ was, and 
had been for several years, a dissolution of the Union, and the 
establishment of a separate confederacy.” This, he said, he 
“knew from unequivocal evidence, though not provable in a 
court of law.” When appealed to by Mr. Otis and others to 
bring forward this evidence, he declined, but said: “ The de- 
sign had been formed in the winter of 1803-4, immediately 
after, and as a consequence of, the acquisition of Louisiana. 
It had gone the length of fixing upon’a military leader for its 
execution. ‘The author of the written plan was named to me, 
— a distinguished citizen of Connecticut. I was told it had 
originated there, and had been communicated to individuals 
at Boston, at New York, and at Washington.” This remark- 
able charge, made by the President of the nation while in 
office, met with immediate replies from various quarters. In 
especial, Harrison Gray Otis, and several other of the leaders 
of the Federalist party in Massachusetts, published an “ Ap- 
peal to the Country,” —a pamphlet well worth reading even 
now,—in which they “solemnly disavow all knowledge of 
such a project, and all remembrance of the mention of it, 
or of any plan analogous to it, at that or at any subsequent 
period.” 

In the midst of these publications Governor Plumer came 
forward, acknowledged that he was a disunionist himself in 
1803 and 1804, “in favor of forming a separate government 
in New England,” and declared that in the long session of 
those years he was consulted on sucha plan by Federalist 
members of Congress from the New England States. On 
returning home, however, he had found the great majority 
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of the well-informed leading Federalists of New Hampshire 
decidedly opposed to the project, and, “from the partial and 
limited inquiries he made in Massachusetts, the result ap- 
peared nearly similar to that in New Hampshire.” This 
statement was made by him in a letter to the President, 
which, with his consent, was printed. It does not, as will 
be seen, fully substantiate the charge, which indeed was too 
vague in its terms to admit of full substantiation or refuta- 
tion. But it led to a private correspondence between Presi- 
dent Adams and Mr. Plumer, in which the President stated 
the grounds of his information, which he had refused to make 
public. They are found in the following extracts, which com- 
prise all the information as yet published which the President 
sent to Governor Plumer. 

Having called on Rufus King, April 8, 1804, in New York, 
Mr. Adams says : — 


“*T found there sitting, Mr. Timothy Pickering, who, shortly after 
I went in, took leave and withdrew. Mr. King said to me, “ Colo- 
nel Pickering has been talking to me about a project they have for 
a separation of the States, and a Northern confederacy ; and he has 
also been, this day, talking of it with General Hamilton. Have you 
heard anything of it at Washington?” I said I had — much — but 
not from Colonel Pickering. [Adams and Pickering, though col- 
leagues, were not friends.] “ Well,” said Mr. King, “I disapprove 
entirely of this project ; and so I have told him; and so, Iam happy 
to tell you, does General Hamilton.” ’ 

“The preceding extract is from a pamphlet, written by Mr. Adams 
in 1829, but not yet published. The following extracts are from his 
letters to Mr. Plumer, the first dated December 51, 1828 :— 

“*Much of my information, at the time, was collected from Mr. 
Tracy, the Senator from Connecticut, who disapproved the project, 
but was, I believe, made acquainted with it in all its particulars. I 
think, though I am not sure, that it was he who named to me the 
writer of the plan by which the separation was to be effected, with 
three alternatives of boundary. 1. If possible, the Potomac. 2. The 
Susquehanna. 3. The Hudson. That is, the Northern confederacy was 
to extend, if it should be found practicable, so as to include Maryland. 
This was the maximum. The Hudson, that is, New England and a 
part of New York, was the minimum. The Susquehanna, or Pennsy!- 


vania, was the middle term. There were moments of weariness and 
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disgust in my own mind at the errors and vices of Mr. Jefferson’s ad- 
ministration, when I almost despaired of the Union myself.’ ” — pp. 
303, 304. 


This is all of Mr. Adams’s testimony here brought forward 
on the subject, which is not contained in his letter published 
in the “Appeal” of Mr. Otis and his friends. From Mr. 
Plumer’s journals and letters near the time, the following 
statements are given, to the same point. 


“Under date of November 23, 1806, in his journal, the following 
statement occurs, in a notice of Aaron Burr. It is given as an in- 
stance of Burr’s art in producing an impression on others, without 
committing himself by an express statement of his own opinions. 

“*In the winter of 1804, Timothy Pickering, James Hillhouse, 
myself and others dined with him (Burr) one day. Mr. Hillhouse 
unequivocally declared that it was his opinion that the United States 
would soon form two distinct and separate governments. On this sub- 
ject, Mr Burr conversed very freely ; and the impression made on my 
mind was, that he not only thought such an event would take place, but 
that it was necessary that it should. To that opinion I was myself then 
a convert. Yet, on returning to my lodgings, after critically analyzing 
his words, there was nothing in them that necessarily implied his ap- 
probation of Mr. Hillhouse’s observations. Perhaps no man’s language 
was ever so apparently explicit, and, at the same time, so covert and 
indefinite.’ 

“ This extract relates principally to Burr, whose character was the 
subject of remark, and but indirectly to Mr. Hillhouse, yet it shows 
what was his opinion on the subject, at that time. Another conversa- 
tion with the latter, on the same day, will be noticed in a subsequent 
extract. Under date of February 6th, 1809, he says: ‘When the 
late Samuel Hunt intimated to me the necessity of receding from 
the Union, he observed that the work must commence in the State 
legislatures ; so that those who acted should be supported by State 
, of Uriah Tracy, and of 





laws. This he said was the opinion of 
many others.’ I omit the name of one person here introduced, as Mr. 
Plumer had no personal intercourse with him, and knew his opinions 
only as reported by others. It is the name, however, of an individual, 
for many years prominent in the politics of Massachusetts, and whose 
known opinions and conduct render his views on this question very little 
doubtful.” — pp. 295, 296. 


It will be observed, that of these extracts, that of 1806, 
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nearest the time alluded to, compromises only Burr, whose 
reputation, by this time, had gone, and that there is no mem- 
orandum whatever of the views of other men, made in 1803, 
or 1804. So careful are public men, even in their private 
journals, of noting the opinions expressed in confidence. 
Of his own views at that time, however, we have the follow- 
ing notice: — 

“*The ratification,’ he says, (October 20, 1803,) ‘of this treaty and 
the possession of that immense territory will hasten the dissolution of 
our present government. The Constitution never contemplated the 
accession of a foreign people, or the extension of our territory. Our 
government may be compared to a company in trade. With as much 
propriety might a new partner be admitted, and the firm changed, 
without the consent of the old partners, as a new State, formed from 
without the limits of the original territory, be admitted into the Union, 
without the preconsent of each of the present States. Adopt this West- 
ern world into the Union, and you destroy at once the weight and im- 
portance of the Eastern States, and compel them to establish a separate 
and independent empire.’..... 

“To Oliver Peabody (January 19, 1804) he gives a glowing pic- 
ture of the evils suffered by New England, and then asks : — 

“* What do you wish your Senators and Representatives to do here ? 
We have no part in Jetferson, and no inheritance in Virginia. Shall 
we return to our homes, sit under our own vines and fig-trees, and be 
separate from slaveholders? These are serious questions. What is 
your opinion, and that of the few in whom you can confide ?” — pp. 
285, 286. 

Rev. Jedediah Morse, of Massachusetts, wrote to him in the 
following words : — 


“*T cannot but hope’ (February 3d, 1804) ‘ that New Hampshire, 
Massachusetts, and Connecticut will outride the storm that threatens 
the ruin of our country. If we were peaceably severed from the rest 
of the United States, with perhaps some other States joined with us, 
and left to manage our own affairs in our own way, I think we should 
do much better than we now do. Our empire is growing unwieldy ; 
and must, I think, erelong break in pieces. Some think the sooner 
the better.’ 

“To this Mr. Plumer replied (March 10th) : — 

“*T hope the time is not far distant, when the people east of the 
North River will manage their own affairs in their own way, without 
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being embarrassed by regulations from Virginia; and that the sound 


part will separate from the corrupt.’” — p. 289. 

These extracts comprise all the intimations of a distinct 
expression of a desire for disunion, written at or near the 
time referred to, which are here published. We do not in- 
clude among them passages which simply prophesy disunion 
as possible, or even inevitable. At a later period, when Gov- 
ernor Plumer’s attention was recalled to this matter by 
President Adams’s charge against “certain leaders of the 
Federalist party in Massachusetts,” he made the following 
entry in his journal : — 


“¢There is no circumstance in these publications that surprises me 
so much as the letter of James Hillhouse. I recollect, and am certain, 
that, on returning early one evening from dining with Aaron Burr, this 
same Mr. Hillhouse, after saying to me that New England had no influ- 
ence in the government, added, in an animated tone, “ The Eastern 
States must and will dissolve the Union, and form a separate govern- 
ment of their own; and the sooner they do this the better.” I think 
the first man who mentioned the subject of dismemberment to me was 
Samuel Hunt, a Representative from New Hampshire. He conversed 
with me, often and long, upon the subject. But there was no man with 
whom I conversed so often, so fully and freely, as with Roger Griswold. 
He was, without doubt or hesitation, decidedly in favor of dissolving the 
Union, and establishing a Northern confederacy. He thought it might 
be effected peaceably, without a resort to arms; and entered into a 
particular detail of the mode of effecting it. Next to Griswold, Uriah 
Tracy conversed most freely and fully upon this subject. It was he 
who informed me that General Hamilton had consented to attend a 
meeting of select Federalists at Boston, in the autumn of 1804. I do 
not recollect that he said Hamilton was in favor of the measure ; but I 
know he said Hamilton had consented to attend. Tracy said the day 
for meeting was not appointed ; nor were the persons who were to at- 
tend selected ; but that I should be notified of the time, and invited to 
attend. It was Tracy who, in the session of 1804—5, informed me 
that the death of Hamilton had prevented the meeting in Boston ; but, 
he added, the plan of separation is not abandoned. The three men 
last named, Tracy, Griswold, and Hunt, were the men with whom I 
principally conversed on that subject. 

«*QOne day, in the session of 1804 —5, I distinctly recollect walking, 
about two hours, with Timothy Pickering, round the northerly and 
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easterly lines of the city of Washington; and on that walk no other 
person accompanied us. I perfectly recollect his conversing with me 
at that time, as if he were desirous of saying something to me, which 
he hesitated to communicate. His manner made such a strong and 
deep impression on my mind, that I shall never forget it. At length 
he said, that he thought the United States were too large, and their 
interests too variant, for the Union to continue long; and that New 
England, New York, and perhaps Pennsylvania, might and ought to 
form a separate government. He then paused, and, looking me fully 
in the face, awaited my reply. I simply asked him, if the division of 
the States was not the object which General Washington most patheti- 
cally warned the people to oppose. He said, “ Yes; the fear of it was 
a ghost that, for a long time, haunted the imagination of that old gen- 
tleman.” Ido not recollect that he afterwards mentioned to me the 
subject of dismemberment.’ 

“Tt should be here observed, that before the date of this conversa- 
tion Mr. Plumer had himself ceased to be a disunionist. Of Hunt, 
Mr. Plumer, under date of July 31st, 1831, says: ‘ His object was to 
divide the United States into two separate independent governments ; 
the States easterly of Maryland to unite and form a government more 
energetic and more favorable to commerce than the one which then 
existed. To effect this object, he corresponded with a considerable 
number of influential Federalists in various States.’ Under date of 
June 4, 1840, he says, that Tracy told him, in the winter of 1804, 
‘that he was in favor of the Northern States withdrawing from the 
Union.’ 

“On reviewing this testimony, it may be remarked that there is no 
direct contradiction between the statements of Messrs. Hillhouse and 
Plumer. The former says, that he knew of no combination or plot to 
dissolve the Union. The latter, that Hillhouse told him the Eastern 
States must and would dissolve the Union, and the sooner they did it 
the better. The one is the avowal of an opinion merely; the other, 
the denial of any plan formed to carry that opinion into effect. It is 
observable that Mr. Pickering, though alive at the Adams controversy, 
took no part in it. Ile was not the man to deny any well-considered 
opinion which he might have entertained, because it would subject him 
to reproach. Mr. Plumer believed, on evidence which he deemed con- 
clusive, that some other prominent men, several especially in Massa- 
chusetts, were concerned in this design, or approved of it ; but they are 
not named here, as he had no direct personal communication with them 
on the subject.” — pp. 298-301. 











534 LIFE OF WILLIAM PLUMER. [ Oct. 


These extracts are curious, though they add little to our 
knowledge of the supposed intrigue. It may be presumed 
that there was little to add. President Adams, in his letter 
to Mr. Otis and others, argues, with some care, to show that 
such a plan, if entertained, embraced “no overt act of trea- 
son.” It contemplated resistance to the annexation of Louis- 
jana; but it was the general confession, that that annexation 
was unconstitutional ; and a citizen, by the abstract theory of 
our government, owes no obedience to an unconstitutional 
law." Arguing thus, Mr. Adams is, of course, eager to show 
that he did not think that the annexation justified secession. 
It is clear from the letters brought forward, that, as in every 
crisis in our country, there were those who considered this a 
question worth discussion. As yet, however, there is no evi- 
dence, brought forward in detail, that this discussion resulted 
in any digested scheme. We are not without hopes that the 
publication of these passages of old correspondence may bring 
forward more; but we are disposed to believe that it will 
prove that there is little more to know. We do not feel that 
Governor Plumer’s son need have been pained at the duty of 
bringing forward these passages from his father’s diaries and 
letter-books. ‘There is no reason why any one should be dis- 
turbed by their publication. Indeed, as we have said, very 
little appears in them which had not already been made 
public. 

As he justly remarks, the whole chapter is instructive. By 
way of introducing all this old correspondence, he reviews 
with singular success the early history of the Union, and 
brings together a surprising mass of authorities, which show 
how freely public men in all sections then spoke of a proposed 
severance of it. It would seem to be more remarkable if a 
leading man of those days had not threatened disunion than 
to find that he had. We are willing to own that the study 
of this chapter has given to us a decided feeling of satisfac- 
tion, resulting from this very circumstance. It seems to us 
to teach that this Union of States—the greatest Peace Soci- 
ety which the sun ever looked upon — is more strongly woven 





* President Adams’s “ Reply,” pp. 25, 26. 
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together than the politicians of an hour suppose. To find 
that it was gravely denounced and bitterly threatened in its 
infancy, when scarce any ties of interest and aflection were 
twisted in with those of the Constitution, —that it survived 
threat and denunciation, and gained that power which in 
later times we have seen, controlling men’s political specula- 
tions, and winning their sentimental loyalty, — all this makes 
one hope that it may yet survive the dangers which bid timid 
prophets cry, “ Ruin,” and that our children may write of the 
disaflections of 1856 as indifferently as we do of those of 1803. 

We intentionally confine our extracts from this curious and 
interesting memoir to those which illustrate this single sub- 
ject. There are, however, many other points of historical and 
of local interest illustrated in it. ‘The book renews our old 
impressions of the genius and graceful literary power of the 
author. Governor Plumer appears in it less as a man of 
commanding talent, than as the careful and successful law- 
yer, the diligent student, the faithful legislator and chief mag- 
istrate. But his son shows, in his own work, all the gifts of 
genius which, with filial regard, he could claim for his father. 
He has made a most attractive book, — attractive for its easy 
style, for its tender and affectionate spirit, for the completeness 
with which its details are wrought out, and the skill with 
which they are set in order. It was a labor of love, of course ; 
the reader feels that it was a labor which had become a pleas- 
ure; and that, if Mr. William Plumer, Jr. could have been 
tempted to undertake any other biography, where his hero 
had not been a governor nor a senator,— had he written the 
life of an old woman in the poor-house,— had he studied the 
history, not of the country, but of some unnamed gore in the 
mountains, — he would have given to the world a book worth 
reading, for which it would have gratefully remembered his 
name. 

He died September 8, 1854, just before completing his 
father’s biography. ‘The work of completing it devolved on 
the editor named on the title-page, who has prefixed a short 
sketch of the life of the son to the biography of the father. 

Governor Plumer left some manuscripts of an_ historical 
and biographical character, which may yet furnish important 
materials for the student of American history. 
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Art. XIII.— Consolations of Solitude. Boston: John P. 
Jewett & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 261. 


Tue copyright of the volume of poems bearing this unpre- 
tending title is secured to John W. Randall, of Boston, who 
from that circumstance, and from internal evidence, may be 
presumed to be the author. Dr. Randall is known to the 
publie as the writer of several valuable papers on subjects of 
natural history, and as having been at one time a member of 
the scientific corps attached to the United States Antarctic 
Exploring Expedition, under the command of Lieut. Wilkes. 
The internal evidence to which we refer is the acquaintance 
with natural history incidentally shown in several of the poems, 
and, especially, in the admirable notes to “The Mountain 
Journey.” These notes,” and some of the poems, could have 
been written only by one whose mind was imbued with a 
strong love of the beautiful, and, at the same time, trained by 
scientific study to be observant of nature, not merely in its 
more prominent features, but in its minute forms and eva- 
nescent ‘raits. The Introduction closes with the following 
graceful lines, addressed 

“TO THE READER. 
“Tf aught, here painted to thy soul or sight, 
Of moral truth or natural scenes, delight, 
Welcome! for thou art straight a comrade grown, 
Who oft before hast walked with me unknown. 
Yet if thy taste reject a thoughtful book, 
Forbear upon these pictures e’en to look ; 
Seek not to know me, lest, thy labor o’er, 
We grow more perfect strangers than before.” — p. 6. 


* In one of them, descriptive of a mountain summit, he mentions the interesting 
fact of his having there found certain species of insects not found in the valleys below, 
which were collected about the same time by the exploring party under the com- 
mand of Sir John Richardson in the extreme north of the British possessions ; thus 
verifying, on this continent, the law announced by Latreille, —“ that when a travel- 
ler ascends among mountains to a height at which the temperature, the vegetation, 
and the soil are the same as those of a country much more northern, he there dis- 
covers many species [of insects] which are characteristic of boreal regions, and for 
which he would search in vain among the plains and valleys at the foot of the 
mountains.” 
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The epithet thoughtful applied to the book in these lines is 
aptly descriptive of one of its leading characteristics. A deep 
thoughtfulness, called into vigorous action by whatever sub- 
ject arrests his attention, and embodying itself in language 
always simple and perspicuous, often singularly strong, terse, 
and elegant, seems to be a predominant feature of the author's 
mind. In these and other respects the volume oflers a strik- 
ing contrast to the inanity, affectation, and obscure and 
strained phraseology of much of the popular verse of the pres- 
ent day. The reader finds in it no far-fetched conceits, no 
vapid accumulation of mere words, no attempt to disguise 
commonplace ideas by distorting them into unnatural shapes 
and decking them out in glaring colors. 

The subjects of the different poems are quite various in 
character, and are treated with a corresponding diversity of 
style. Our limits forbid us to speak of them in detail; but 
we cannot refrain from referring to a few which have left a 
strong impression upon our mind. One of the most striking, 
and the only one founded upon a classical theme, is “ The 
Lament of Orpheus.” It is admirably conceived, and exe- 
cuted with a vividness of imagination and a condensed force- 
fulness of expression hardly surpassed, we think, by any poem 
on a classical subject in English literature. The measure in 
which it is written is original, and is suited to heighten by its 
cumulative structure the effect of the author's conceptions. 
We extract a few stanzas which describe the spell diffused by 
the lyre of Orpheus in the infernal regions, whither he had de- 
scended to recover his lost Eurydice. The rapid succession 
and sharp outlines of the pictures, deficient though they be in 
delicate limning, betray the bold and masterly touch of a 
genuine artist. 


“Ah! how each listening ghost, ’midst twilight pale, 
Wailed, gazing from his melancholy jail ! 
While Charon, resting on his oar, forgot to sail. 


“ The torturers, at the tone, 
Seemed as if changed to stone, 
And backward turned to hear the strain, 
And dropped their instruments of pain. 
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Those sooty depths ne’er heard such sounds before ; 
The very damned dared dream of bliss once more, 
And, in amazement hushed, some time forgot to roar. 


“ The blood-born sisters listening, 
Their eyes with pity glistening, 
Looked upward from their iron bench, 
And ceased the mangled wretch to wrench ; 
Their dark cheeks were bestained with crimson tears ; 
The clustering snakes uncoil ; each, as he hears, 
Hangs flouting to the time, prone o’er his mistress’ ears ; 


“ Until all, soothed to rest, 
Droop down each Fury’s breast ; 

While through the vast unechoing deep 

Pain and despair were hushed to sleep ; 
And the charmed dog, on his three chins asprawl, 
Crouched to the ground, and towards the sounds ’gan crawl, 
Low whining to the chords, in many a lengthening drawl.” 

— pp. 41, 42. 


“The Retrospect” and “The Spring Morning of a Be- 
reaved Man,” which are nearly allied to each other in char- 
acter, possess a high degree of artistic beauty. They combine 
deep pathos, accurate description of nature, exquisite imagery, 
symmetry of form, and harmony of coloring. Those readers 
only who are endowed with a lively sensibility to the beauti- 
ful, and who have closely watched the varying aspects of 
nature in company with “the loved and lost,” can fully ap- 
preciate their power to affect the mind with mingled emotions 
of pleasure and sadness. “ ‘The Retrospect” is composed of 
parts so exquisitely adjusted to each other, and so closely and 
skilfully combined into one symmetrical whole, that to detach 
a passage from its connection for quotation is like rending 
away for exhibition a fragment from a beautiful statue. 
Nevertheless, though aware that in mutilating it we are 
hardly doing justice to the author, we are unwilling to with- 
hold it entirely from our readers. The scene of the poem is 
laid on the margin of a bay, where a friend of the poet, now 
no more, had parted from him for the last time. 
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“ How oft I ’ve stood and scanned the bay, 

And fancied thou wert ferrying o’er, — 
Seen the tides swell and sink away ; 

And when I knew thou wast no more, 
Still faithful to unfriendly time, 

I’d haunt the beach that skirts the main, 
And hear the hope-deceiving chime 

Sing, ‘ He will yet come back again.’ 


“* Forget me not!’ Ah, not alone 
The yearning heart or plaintive bells 
Echo those words; with solemn tone 
All nature’s voice the chorus swells, 
Thy meurnful warning fain to mock 
With myriad tongues of subtle skill, 
Which, restless as the ticking clock, 
Keep the tired mind remembering still. 


“ The fading flower, the withering leaf, 

Yon crumbling arch, those grassy graves, 
Comrades resigned with tears and grief, 

Some laid in earth, some whelmed in waves, 
Old friends whom now estranged I see, 

The time-worn clock that tells the hour, 
These trunks of many a mouldering tree, 

The roofless cot, the ruined tower ; — 


“ The murmuring wave, the autumn breeze, 

Those wedgéd ranks which high o’erhead 
In screaming armies cross the seas, 

Each tolling bell that wails the dead ; 
Old faces, once so fresh and bright, 

Now sallow, wrinkled, lean, and wan, 
Each parting day, each passing night, 

All works of nature and of man ; — 


“ Sorrows and cares that will not slumber, 
Sweet life, that like yon sun must set, 
And faults and follies without number, 
All ceaseless clamoring, ‘ Don’t forget !’ -— 
Ah, friend! if wearied memory clings 
With its first fondness thus to thee, 
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*Midst hosts of so distracting things, 
That memory must immortal be! 


“ Yet, as the primrose scents the air 

More sweetly when the sun is fled, 
Remembrance thus to my despair 

Makes thee more dear that thou art dead. 
Thine image flits among these trees ; 

Yon chimes each evening ring thy knell ; 
And o’er the dusky bay the breeze 

Comes laden with thy last farewell. 


“ Tlark ! the deep bells once more are pealing ; 

The winds are hushed, the waves are bright ; 

And, o’er the dreamy waters stealing, 
That voice, upon the wings of night, 

Names me once more. Old friend, I’m near ; 
Speak once again; O fly not yet! 

*T is hushed ; no other sound I hear, 
Save that faint whisper, ‘ Don’t forget.’ 


“ But now no lingering beam betrays 
The footsteps of the sunken sun ; 
And through the soft and silvery haze 
The stars come twinkling one by one. 
Farewell! yet if I might behold 
Through the long past without regret 
All fair as thou— But eve grows old; 
I must remember to forget.” — pp. 37 - 39. 


The following extract is part of a passage descriptive of 
autumn, selected almost at random from “ The Spring Morn- 
ing of a Bereaved Man.” 


“ But the green will turn to gray again, when autumn hath come back, 
And the chestnut sheds in prickly beds its burs upon my track. 
Then birds that lately were so blithe shall cry with mournful sound, 
While falling leaves in every breeze fly whirling round and round, 
And the waterfowl in clouds shall howl, slow trailing through the sky, 
While warblers light in gusty flight to warmer regions fly. 
O gladly would I join their train in foreign lands to roam, 
And amongst thoughtless things forget the solitude of home. 
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They shall sing the songs of summer, they shall prate on every tree, 
While I, in the lone greenwood, must ponder silently. 


“ And grove and wood as red as blood shall next October glow, 
When morning bright shall chase the night through mists as white 
as snow ; 
When the wain comes creaking through the field, and ripe fruits have 
grown mellow, 
And the maples flout their boughs about in crimson and in yellow, 
And red oaks, mingling with the mists that all the mountains crown, 
Shall change their hue of vapory blue to a deep russet-brown ; 
When the sumach on the hill-side glows like a flaming cloud, 
And the mill-wheel plies merrily, and the cataract grows loud. 
Fair forests ! once in happier days how sweet ye seemed when sere ! 
Ye mind me now of vanished joys ;— ah, why were ye so dear?” 
_ pp- 156 — 158. 


The author seems to have taken a comprehensive survey of 
human society, and to have acquired by a sort of imaginative 
induction a keen insight into numerous and diverse types of 
character. He measures life by a lofty standard, and has a 
warm sympathy with its highest forms. He pays a noble and 
just tribute to the memory of Samuel Adams, one of the 
purest, firmest, most disinterested, and magnanimous patriots 
of any age or country ;—another to the memory of Captain 
Nathan Hale, who with accomplishments, talents, and char- 
acter that gave promise of distinguished eminence, shrank 
from no service, nor from the imminent hazard of an igno- 
minious death, provided he could be useful to his country, 
and perished in early manheod, lamenting that he had but 
one life to lose in its cause ;—and another to the transcendently 
great and glorious character of Washington, in which he illus- 
trates, by a series of fine analogies, the proneness of mankind 
to underrate that superlative form of greatness in which all its 
elements, practical, intellectual, and moral, are blended in the 
truest symmetry and the highest perfection. In striking con- 
trast to these poems is “The Dying Vision of Benedict Ar- 
nold,” in which the author portrays, with great power, the 
conflicting emotions of that bold, bad man; now scourged by 
remorse, — now, in total isolation from all human sympathy, 
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cowering before the universal scorn and abhorrence of which 
he is the conscious object, — now defying mankind in impo- 
tent rage, — now courting death with courage borrowed from 
despair. 

In “The Hermit of Melvern Water,’ two friends, desig- 
nated as “ The Gay” and “'The Grave,” are represented as 
journeying “ forth to shun the city’s noise,” — 


“ Until they reached the rocky glen 
Where Melvern waters foam and roar. 
Here long ago, when younger men, 
They ‘d roamed before, — to roam again 
Now came once more.” — p. 103. 


There they descry “the ancient hermit,” and alternately moral- 
ize, unheard by each other, in strongly contrasted soliloquies 
upon his character and mode of life. ‘The poem is origi- 
nal in its plan, and pleasingly and strikingly illustrates the 
reflex influence of men’s own sentiments and characters on 
the impressions made upon them by the external world. The 
leading idea embodied in it is somewhat analogous to that 
of Milton in “ L’Allegro” and “Il Penseroso,” though the 
poem is in no respect an imitation of those magnificent cre- 
ations of genius. 

The longest poem in the volume is the “ Ode to Con- 
science,” and we think it the most powerful, though not 
so artistically constructed and finished throughout as some 
others. It displays great vigor of conception, keenness of 
moral vision, and completeness of view; and, in some pas- 
sages, a rare clearness, compactness, and force of thought 
and expression. We present to our readers the following 
extract :— . 

“ Thou wilt disdain to ask, ‘ Was crime committed ?’ 

Who but designed, or willingly permitted, 

Hath done the deed, and may not go acquitted. 
He starved the famished that refused him bread, 
And he hath stolen who hath only coveted ; 

Ile slays his foe who will not save his life ; 

For ’tis the mind that murders in thy sight ; 
The heart is guilty though the hands are white. 
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Man is deceived ; he sees, as in a dream, 

Not what things are, but only what they seem. 

He knows the act, but cannot judge the will. 

The thief who walks in light loves darkness still ; 

Hatred can smile, hypocrisy can pray, 

Silence can lie, embraces can betray ; 

And fraud, even with true words, from truth can lead astray. 

But thou wilt track imposture ; thou wilt trace 

Guile to the altar’s self, and face to face 

Wilt meet, and wilt unmask, reckless of time and place.” — p. 87. 


In descriptive poetry the author, we think, merits a high 
rank among his contemporaries. We regret that we cannot 
lay before our readers the grounds of this opinion in the form 
of copious extracts. ‘There are passages in “ The Retrospect,” 
“The Spring Morning of a Bereaved Man,” “The Mountain 
Journey,” “ Assabet Brook and River,’ “ Morning, Noon, and 
Night,” and many other of his poems, which might bear a 
not unfavorable comparison with parallel passages of Bryant, 
the acknowledged living head of this department of American, 
not to say of English, literature. In some of his descriptive 
poetry, he has shown a kind and degree of skill which it can 
hardly be deemed a fanciful conjecture to attribute in part to 
the study of the great masters in the kindred art of landscape- 
painting. He has certainly applied to practice with the hap- 
piest results the following precept contained in his admirable 
didactic poem entitled “ The Poet”: — 

“ And learn betimes in Nature’s face 
Each nicer feature to descry, 
Each transient character to trace ; 
Hold fellowship with cloud and sky, 
With bird, and beast, and flower, and tree, 
The running brook, and roaring sea.” — p. 209. 


We intended to call the reader’s attention to several other 
poems of much originality and beauty, but we must refrain. 
The extracts we have made will give some idea of the au- 
thor’s manner, but they furnish no adequate exhibition of his 
wide range and affluence of thought. A few of his poems 
from the nature of their subjects, and a few from their requir- 
ing more intellectual culture and a more thoughtful habit of 
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mind than belong to the great mass of readers, cannot be ex- 
tensively popular; while there are many that cannot fail to 
commend themselves to all readers of taste and judgment. 
The volume breathes a pure, genial, and elevated moral 
tone, and abounds in wise thoughts and noble sentiments, 
expressed with a strength that “comes of strength and im- 
parts strength.” We have observed a few blemishes, and 
a few passages which, we think, would be improved by 
retrenchment ; but it would be invidious to particularize 
defects which the general correctness of the author’s taste 
warrants us in attributing to inadvertency, occasioned not 
improbably in no small part by the importunate calls of the 
printer. ‘They will doubtless disappear in the second edition, 
which, as we learn, is already in press. 


Arr. XIV.— CRITICAL NOTICES. 


1.— 1. Libliothique Greeque, avee la Traduction Latine et les Index. 
66 vols. Grand in-8°, & deux colonnes. Paris: Firmin Didot Fréres. 
1856, 

2. Glossarium Medie@ et Infine Latinitatis, conditum a CaroLo Dv- 

FRESNE domino DucANGe, auctum a Monachis Ordinis S. Benedicti, 

cum Supplementis integris D. P. Carrentierti, et Additamentis 

ApELUNGI et aliorum, digessit G. A. L. Henscner. 7 vols. 4°. 

(With the French Glossary.) Paris: Firmin Didot Fréres. 

Thesaurus Grece Lingue, ab Hexnico STEPHANO constructus. 

Post Editionem Anglicam novis Additamentis auctum, Ordineque 

alphabetico digestum, tertio ediderunt CaroLus Benepictus Hasse, 


- 
. 


Gutietmus et Lupovicus Dixporrr, secundum conspectum Aca- 
demiw Inscriptionum et humanioram Litterarum, die 29 Maji, 1829, 
approbatum. To be completed in 60 numbers, small folio, 52 of which 


are now ready (to the letter Y). Paris: Firmin Didot Freres. 


Ir is with feelings of just pride that the scholar now points to the 
late revised texts and editions of the classics, as a palpable proof that 
sound learning still lives and flourishes. However arduous may have 
been the labors of an Aldus or an Etienne, — however proud we should 
ever be of the monuments which they have raised to the glory of poets, 
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orators, and historians whom the world will never cease to admire, — 
we must not forget that there are still men whose literary labors and 
devotion to the advancement of learning are worthy of the best days of 
classical erudition in France and Germany. They do not ask, before 
printing a book, whether it will sell, but whether the interests of the 
republic of letters demand its publication. They are constantly on the 
alert for those precious fragments which now and then reward the in- 
defatigable scholar for his nights of toil and study; and when a lost 
passage from a Diodorus or a Menander has been discovered among 
the dusty folios of the St. Mare or the Vatican, they spare neither 
time nor expense to acquire, expound, and publish it. So long as there 
shall be such men, the writers of antiquity will be upheld in the public 
estimation, and their incomparable merits preserved from oblivion. 

The Didots, who, for upwards of one hundred and twenty-five years, 
have done so much for the promotion of letters and the art of printing, 
are not less celebrated for the beauty of the books they have published, 
than for scholarly attainments worthy of the task they have undertaken 
and the enviable reputation they have acquired. From Francis, the 
syndic of the Paris corporation of booksellers, born towards the end of 
the seventeenth century ; Francis-Ambrose, his son, who greatly contrib- 
uted to the improvement of the art of type-founding ; Peter, whose fables 
will ever be so fresh and graceful; Firmin, “ the most skilful and eel- 
ebrated of modern printers”; and Ambrose-Firmin, his son, the learned 
translator of Thucydides, and a member of the French Institute,—a 
succession of truly beautiful editions of the classics, French, Latin, and 
Greek, has graced the literary world, and made the name of the Didots 
dear to all true lovers of art and literature. They still continue their 
labors, and are now publishing a new series of the Greek authors, to 
which we beg leave to call the attention of our readers. 

The first work which we notice on the list contains a complete edition 
of Homer, with the fragments from the Cyclic Poets ; then a collection 
from Hesiod to Panyasis,—the first-cousin of Herodotus, some say ; 
the idyllic and didactic poets from Theocritus to Aratus, — the poet 
quoted by St. Paul; a reprint of the remarkable edition of Nicanor and 
Oppianus by that poor Lehrs who died so young; Ahren’s Sophocles, 
the Latin translation of which is very literal and readable; the frag- 
ments of Euripides and of eighty Grecian tragic writers ; the remains 
of the Christian dramas (among which we notice the XPIZTOS TA- 
SXQN of St. Gregory of Nazianzus); Dindorff’s Aristophanes ; and 
one hundred and fifty newly published verses from Menander. 

Among the historians, we have in this series Herodotus and the 


fragments from the ancient chronographers, otherwise almost inaccessi- 
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ble ; Thucydides, by the learned Haase ; a most complete edition of all 
that we possess of Diodorus Siculus,— not “ the most celebrated of the 
Greek historians,” as Justinus the Martyr and Eusebius call him, but 
certainly the most interesting after Herodotus; the fragment from Pho- 
tius concerning the history of the Jews, — exceedingly curious, and not 
sufficiently known; Polybius, with the fragments discovered by Cardi- 
nal Angelo Mai; Arrian and the remains of thirty-two of Alexander’s 
historians; Plutarch, edited from a collation of fifty-one manuscripts ; 
and the fragments of the primitive historians, Hecateus, Charon, &c., 
now collected for the first time. 

Then we have Demosthenes, with new fragments; Plato, by Pro- 
fessor Schneider; and three volumes of Aristotle. Aristotle is to be 
completed in four volumes, and, when finished, this will be as good an 
edition as we can possibly obtain. More has been done for the great 
Peripatetic in the last twenty years than during the whole scholastic 
era. ‘The Aristotelia of Professor Stahr, Ravaisson’s, Michelet’s, and 
Frank’s essays, the remarkable translation by Barthelemy St. Hilaire, 
and the texts of the Politics and the Ethics given by the Royal Printing- 
Press of Paris, have all been published within the last few years. And 
it is a great satisfaction, that the better we understand that philosopher, 
the more we admire him. It is not, to be sure, the blind admiration of 
the Middle Age, but a sincere and enlightened respect for principles 
enunciated by him, which, despite the severest criticisms, are and ever 
will be at the very foundation of several of the modern sciences. 

After the Greek geographers, novelists, and epistolographers, we re- 
mark in the series Nonnos of Panopolis, —a very bombastic and unin- 
teresting poet. When Simonides called on Count Marcellus, the editor 
and translator of the present edition, the first question asked by the 
was, whether he could not favor 


learned * ex-minister plenipotentiary ’ 
him with some few details concerning the life of the author of the Dio- 
nysiacs, inasmuch as, so far as he knew, there was a great scarcity of 
materials for a biographical sketch. Simonides coolly replied that he 
thought he could ; and a few days afterwards sent him an extract from 
a brand-new manuscript of the seventh or eighth century : A Collection 
of homonymous poets and writers, by the most holy Lord Dionysios, by 
the grace of (rod Metropolitan of Lybia, Demetrius of Magnesia, &c., &C., 
collected from the writing of Demetrius, son of Meander, &e., and so on 
for a page folio or more. Unfortunately there was a mistake, a very 
great chronological mistake in it, and Count Marcellus thought it best not 
to buy the manuscript. The Academy of Berlin, which it seems is not 
so particular about such matters, purchased it, and now poor Simonides 


of Stagyra is in jail. 
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Our limited space does not permit us to speak of all the other works 
published in the Bibliothéque ; we can only mention the Septuagint 
and the New Testament by Tischendortf. We cannot well dismiss this 
subject, however, without adverting to two most important publications, 
which should find their way into every scholar’s library. One is the 
Glossarium Media et Infime Latinitatis, by Ducange, — a new edition, 
much preferable to that of the Benedictines, which is becoming quite 
rare and expensive ; and the other, the Thesaurus Grece Lingue of 
Stephanus. 

Not many years have elapsed since a well-known Grecian (the Eng- 
lish editor of Callimachus) remarked, that no one could pretend to dis- 
pute Stephanus’s claim to the rank of the most learned of printers (which 
is certainly no mean compliment, when we think of the Aldi and El- 
zevirs), and “his just celebrity for an almost vernacular intimacy 
with the Greek language, in which he was nearly unrivalled.” The 
opinion of scholars, notwithstanding the great progress lately made in 
a critical knowledge of the Greek tongue, is still unanimous in regard 
to the merits of the Thesaurus. We could almost apply to its spirit 
and style the untranslatable yvots dpyaoru7js which Dionysius of Hali- 
earnassus bestowed on those Attic authors who, despite the attacks of 
time, still preserved the freshness of their youth. 

It matters but litthe whether one or two critics point with an envious 
hand to the three hackneyed desideranda which Olaus Borrichius found 
many years ago in that great work. All that the present state of our 
knowledge could afford has been used to improve it. The marginal 
notes of the manuscripts in the Imperial Library at Vienna, written in 
the hand of Stephanus himself, together with the additions of Walcke- 
naer and Hemsterhuys, have been faithfully inserted ; and yet this new 
edition, though claiming some aflinity with the English, is far from 
resembling the ridiculous undertaking of Dr. Valpy, a vast reservoir, 
as Bishop Bloomfield calls it, which threatened by the length of its un- 
digested dissertations to swell the work to at least fifty folio volumes. 

Didot’s edition has met the approval of the most celebrated philolo- 
gists of Europe, and, we are glad to learn, is finding a ready sale. We 
have need of the work ; no Scapula, no modern lexicon, can supply its 
place ; and although we do not think of recommending it to tyros or 
college students, yet we feel constrained to say that it should be found 
at every professor’s elbow, and should occupy the most conspicuous 
place among philological works in every library at all worthy of the 


name. 
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2.— The Halliq, or, The Sheepfold in the Waters. A Tale of Humble 
Life on the Coast of Schleswig. Translated from the German of 
Biernatzskt, by Mrs. Grorce P. Marsn. With a Biographi- 
eal Sketch of the Author. Boston: Gould & Lincoln. 1856. 


12mo. pp. 322. 


Or Biernatzski we have never before heard. But we shall be quick 
hereafter to read any new translation from his writings. Mrs. Marsh, 
in her modest Preface, has not exaggerated the interest of this beautiful 
story. Its wisdom is quaint, its piety is fervent, its morality is pure, 
and its descriptions are as graphic as intense reality can make thitm. 
It acquaints us with a most singular region of Europe, — hitherto, so 
far as we know, entirely overlooked by lovers of the picturesque. The 
book is a series of pictures, bright and sad, of sunshine and of storm. 
The love-story is simple and touching. Perhaps the best revelation 
made by the volume, however, is of the ability of Mrs. Marsh as a trans- 
lator, not only of German prose, but of German poetry. It is difficult 
to believe that the spirited lyrics, of which so many are here given, 
are versions. They have the freshness and fire of original composition. 
Where have our translators been, that they have so long passed by 
these exquisite morsels of verse? We trust that this contribution to 
our lighter literature is only the beginning of what so accomplished a 
translator as Mrs. Marsh intends to do. 


3.— Provinces Danubiennes et Roumaines. Par MM. Cuortn et A. 
Usicint. Paris: Firmin Didot Fréres. 1856. 8vo. pp. 720. 


Tuts volume makes the thirty-ninth of the series of the (Univers 
Pittoresque. It is in two parts. The first and larger part treats of 
that portion of ancient Dacia which is now included in the territory 
of Austria, —the provinces of Bosnia, Servia, Herzegovina, Bulgaria, 
Slavonia, Illyria, Croatia, Dalmatia, Montenegro, and Albania. The 
materials for an exact and thorough history of these provinces are not 
abundant, and those within reach are of so fragmentary a character 
as to make it difficult to arrange them. M. Chopin, considering the 
nature of his work, has done it remarkably well. He has succeeded in 
giving a clear picture of the ancient as well as the present life of these 
rude and almost unvisited regions, and in joining the present to the 


past in a connected historical chain. His details concerning those 
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strange tribes that dwell on the mountains east of the Adriatic are 
very full and curious, and show very painstaking research. He has 
quite rescued Ragusa from the obscurity into which it had strangely 
fallen, and given it a place beside Venice, Genoa, and Pisa. On the 
history and condition of Servia, in treating which he has been aided 
by numerous unpublished journals of travel, deposited in the Imperial 
Library of Paris, he has condensed a mass of information which 
cannot be found in any English work. He has furnished in an ap- 
pendix a complete abstract of the elaborate code of laws established 
for Servia by the Czar Stephen in the year 1349, —a code in which 
the national spirit is perfectly embodied, and which, with all its defects 
and absurdities, is far in advance of that tyranny which now abuses the 
Servians in its mockery of justice. The appendix also contains the 
new code of Montenegro, established during the past year, of which 
the preamble asserts the principles of our Declaration of Indepen- 
dence, and the statutes, though sufficiently bloody, are incomparably 
more wise and humane than those of the Territory of Kanzas, as re- 
corded in our statute-books. Another novel feature in the appendix is 
a table of the heights of the mountains, passes, and elevated cities and 
towns, to the number of several hundreds. 

M. Chopin is not a spirited writer, and his style is not equal to his 
erudition. sHle lacks the faculty of clothing his facts in an attractive 
dress, and his chapters are more German than French. He dwells 
with equal minuteness upon the dry and the interesting parts of his 
story, and often indulges in needless repetition. It is unfortunate, too, 
that a work to which a copious index, and a full table of contents, seem 
indispensable, should be without these aids. Index there is none, and 
the table of contents covers hardly one page of the five hundred. One 
has to search a long time to find the information buried in the vast 
plain of the narrative. 

A good Frenchman, of course, feels called upon to glorify his own 
nation in every way, even were he writing about the Antipodes ; and 
the patriotism of this scribe breaks out frequently in disquisition and 
prophecy. The doubt about the author's nationality which his long 
sentences might have suggested, is set right by the tone of his specu- 
lation, which is thoroughly that of the Paris Revue. 

The second part of the volume, treating of Wallachia, Moldavia, 
Bukowina, Transylvania, and Bessarabia, is in every respect admirable. 
M. Ubicini, whom we suppose to be an Italian, writes in the French 
tongue like a master. His work is free from the defects noticed in that 
of M. Chopin, and goes over ground which the recent war in the East 
has made very interesting and important. We hope to consider it more 
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at length in a future number. A work by Ubicini on the Turkish 
Empire, translated by Mrs. Easthope, has recently been published in 
London. It is described as very able. 





4. — Nouvelle Biographie Universelle, Depuis les Temps les plus Re- 
culés jusqu’a nos Jours, avec les Renseignements Bibliographiques, 
et UIndication des Sources a consulter. Sous la Direction de M. 
le Dr. Horrer. Paris: Firmin Didot Fréres. 


None of the great literary enterprises which Messrs. Didot have 
undertaken is more praiseworthy or more difficult than this of a Uni- 
versal Biography. The work has been done more thoroughly in 
France than in any other nation ; but the number and cost of the long 
series of volumes of the old Diographie Universelle prevent most 
persons from easy access to them. The present series is a marvel of 
cheapness, and, were its defects tenfold greater than they are, would 
still be worth more than it costs. The volumes, containing each nearly 
a thousand octavo pages, in double columns, in small, clear type and on 
excellent paper, are furnished in Boston at the incredibly low price of 
seventy-five cents. They appear once in two months. The prospect 
now is, that, if the publishers fulfil their promise, about half of the 
work will be given to the subscribers, since, instead of the thirty-two 
volumes designated as the maximum, we are likely to have sirty, if the 
work goes on as it has begun. /fteen volumes have been published 
without finishing the first five letters of the alphabet. All beyond 
thirty-two volumes is to be delivered gratuitously. 

A work of this kind, of course, requires more research and ingenuity 
in compilation and condensation, than original ability in its writers. Its 
writers, however, are numerous and eminent. Besides the editor, Dr. 
Hoefer, we have several of the most distinguished of the staff of the 
Imperial Library, and many well-known professors, scholars, and mem- 
bers of the French Institute. Villemain and De Barante head the 
list. Isambert, Breton, and Leblane have contributed many fine 
sketches. From the cursory examination we have been able to make 
of the fifteen volumes, we may pronounce the literary execution ex- 
cellent, and the comprehensive plan well carried out. The whole 
family of * Adam,” from the first man down to the late engraver of the 
Vienna Bible, receive due and respectful notice. More is said about 
“Cain” than strict justice would require, and the prophecy about 
Cassius M. Clay, that he will doubtless be President of the United 
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States, if the Free-Soilers get power, is rather extravagant. The French 
department of the work and the medieval department are exceedingly 
thorough, the ancient Greek and Roman reasonably so, and there is no 
ground for complaint that injustice is done to the Orientals. The poor- 
est portion of the work is the American, — poor both in the number and 
in the selection of names. Emerson, for instance, is not mentioned at 
all, nor Dana, while we have notices not only, as is just, of William C. 
Bryant, but of his brother, John Howard Bryant, scarcely known to 
fame. John Quincy Adams and Channing have less than a column 
each, while to Brigham Young (or “ Brigham le Jeune,” as the writer 
amusingly calls him) are given more than sixteen columns. Senator 
Clayton of Maryland is eulogized, but no hint is given of the existence 
of Senator Benton of Missouri. The only Beecher whose life is 
sketched is “Madame Harriet Beecher Stowe,” in the account of 
whom are found several of those indispensable blunders which mark 
all French writing about Americans. We are told that Cincinnati is a 
“city on the borders of Kentucky and Virginia.” A mysterious per- 
sonage, the “juge Seel Parker,” is mentioned. Her book is called 
Uncle 7Zwm’s Cabin. The sources of information concerning America 
and its people are fewer and less yaluable than concerning any other 
country. 

There are some omissions, too, in the English department which are 
rather unaccountable, and sometimes references are given which mis- 
lead rather than aid. But, on the whole, the enterprise thus far must 
be considered as greatly successful. It is a work which ought to be, 
according to the common phrase, “in every gentleman’s library.” 





5.— The History and Antiquities of Boston, the Capital of Massachu- 
setts and Metropolis of New England, from its Settlement in 1630, to 
the Year 1770. Also, an Introductory History of the Discovery and 
Settlement of New England. With Notes, Critical and Ilustrative. 
By Samvuer G. Drake, A. M. Boston: Luther Stevens. 1856. 
8vo. pp. 840. 


AxtuovuGn the recent publication of the closing number of this His- 
tory precludes more than an outline of a review, we esteem it of too 
much importance to omit all notice of its appearance. For several 
years it has been a matter of regret, that there was extant no history 
of our city worthy of notice when compared with the volumes which 
filial pride had called forth in the neighboring towns. Within a score 
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of years, many of the older towns have had their history illustrated by 
works which the well-known English antiquary, Joseph Hunter, re- 
ferred to as unsurpassed in laborious accuracy. The announcement in 
1852, that Mr. Drake, already favorably known as the historian of the 
Indians, had determined to publish the results of a life-long study of the 
history of Boston, was greeted with pleasure by the public ; and, as the 
author’s preface gracefully acknowledges, rallied to his support a host 
of sympathizing friends and assistants. 

It was at once evident that the history of Boston would differ from 
all other local histories, because its official movements were generally 
the precursors of the political and religious movements of the Province 
and the State. It would be no fanciful analogy to compare our capital 
in this respect to Paris. Boston having been almost invariably the 
seat of the General Court and the residence of the Governors, it would 
be absurd for its historian to omit to interweave the history of the Prov- 
ince with that of the iown. Mr. Drake, we think, has touched the 
happy medium ; and while his story reaches to the discovery and col- 
onization of all New England, he has not obscured his book by irrele- 
vant episodes. 

The account of the planting of the colony at Boston is full and in- 
teresting, and the numerous notes show an exhaustive examination of 
authorities. We must, however, express our regret at the controversial 
character of the references to Savage's editions of Winthrop’s History 
of New England; for though the fencing of such practised combatants 
can injure neither, the effect is bad as regards the public confidence in 
the attainableness of historical truth. This criticism, of course, does not 
extend beyond the first part of the book ; and the remaining notes will 
often be found extremely curious and entertaining. 

The narrative continues with unflagging interest through the exciting 
period of the reign of James II., the time of Andros’s usurpation, the 
reception of the New Charter, the various French and Indian wars, — 
detailing the growth of our cherished municipal institutions, free schools, 
and congregationally governed churches, tracing the episodes of witch- 
craft-delusion and gubernatorial controversies, and marking throughout 
the progress and diffusion of the spirit of liberty in the Colonies. As 
we approach the Revolutionary period the interest of the narrative deep- 
ens, and the sentiment of the citizens, as evinced by the town votes, is 
shown as becoming firmer and stronger in support of those rebel chiefs. 
It is interesting to compare the feelings with which the Loyalists here 
and in the mother country regarded what was to become the brightest 
page of our annals, with the remarks of the London Times on Mr. Pea- 
body’s Fourth of July dinner this year. At length justice is done to 
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the expediency of our separation, and Boston in America now reaches 
her hand, as she did recently, to her namesake in England, without a 
word of apology for her conduct in 1776, — without a stronger justifica- 
tion than her Transatlantic parent hastens to offer for her. 

Mr. Drake’s style is simple and animated ; and throughout the reader 
has the impression, that, though the author's collections are by no means 
exhausted, a judicious eclecticism has carefully winnowed the choicest 
of the grain. We learn with regret, that, owing to the heavy expenses 
thus far incurred, it has been deemed advisable to postpone the contin- 
uation of the work until the present issue is disposed of; but we doubt 
not that the public will promptly remove this hinderance, and authorize 
the conclusion of the History in accordance with the original plan. 


6.— The Modern Whitefield: The Rev. C. H. Spurceon, of London. 
His Sermons. With an Introduction and Sketch of his Life, by E. 
L. Macoon. New York: Sheldon, Blakeman, & Co. 1856. 


12mo. pp. 397. 


Tue Rev. C. H. Spurgeon is a youthful preacher of London, now 
but twenty-two years of age. His popularity is immense, exceeding 
that of any man since the days of Whitefield. His chapel stands on 
the Surrey side of the Thames, near Southwark Bridge, on the very 
spot where the great expositor Gill preached. It will seat eighteen 
hundred persons, but it is crowded in every corner each Sabbath, and a 
multitude turn away for want of room. This volume contains fifteen 
discourses, delivered, as we understand, in the ordinary course of his 
Sabbath ministrations. It is certainly difficult, from the perusal of these 
sermons, to account for the throngs which attend upon his ministry ; but 
not more so, it may be, than for the reader of Whitefield’s sermons to 
discover the elements of that mighty power with which he held and 
moved the vast audiences that gathered wherever he preached. 

But if the sermons in this volume are not remarkable, the Introduc- 
tion to them by Rev. E. L. Magoon certainly is remarkable. We doubt 
if one could select, in the whole compass of this species of literature in 
the English language, a more curious specimen. If the writer has 
failed in any measure to introduce Rev. Mr. Spurgeon to his readers, 
he assuredly has not failed to introduce himself. We cannot, however, 
withhold the expression of our sincere pity for any man who is so un- 
fortunate as to be ushered before a new reading public by such a rhodo- 
montade as that which fills the first thirty-six pages of this volume. 
Fifteen sermons which could bear such an introduction must possess no 
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ordinary merit. We have great admiration for Robert Hall, but we 
should tremble for his reputation if any volume of his were subjected to 
such an ordeal. The following precious morceau is a specimen : — 


‘* He was no pet of indulgent fortune, familiarized with golden spoons, and 
fondled in the lap of effeminate ease. Nor was he cautiously secluded in the 
hot-house of supercilious pedantry, to eat and sleep out a regular course of hic 
haec hoc, with the plus excellence of sines and cosines, under the auspices of 
some erudite ignoramus, whose potency for turning the world upside down 
himself, and his aptness to teach others how such work is done, consists mainly 
in a diminutive quantity of antique roots in a perfumed head, a pair of green 
spectacles on a pimpled nose, and two lily hands buried near dyspeptic 
bowels.”’ 

The reader who is curious to see the above extract as it stands in the 
book may find it on the eleventh page of the Introduction. There is 
one better sentence in these thirty-six pages; but a friend of ours as- 
sures us it is not original, and therefore we will not quote it. 

This Introduction is an offence against taste, decency, reverence, and 
piety, —a travesty of sacred things such as we hope we may not again 
encounter from the pen of a professed religious teacher. 





7. — Life, Explorations, and Publie Services of John Charles Fremont. 
By Cuartes Wentwortu Ursam. With Illustrations. Boston: 
Ticknor and Fields. 1856. 12mo. pp. 356. 


We are happy in having as our present candidates for the chief 
magistracy men who need not a pen versed in romance to adapt their 
memoirs to the moral taste of a virtuous public. Of each of the three 
for whom our suffrages are now solicited, it might be said with equal 
truth and equal emphasis, — 

“ Being not propped by ancestry, whose grace 


Chalks successors their way; . . . 
neither allied 


To eminent assistants ; but, spider-like, 
Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note, 
The force of his own merit makes his way.” 

The lives of Buchanan and Fillmore have not been submitted to our 
criticism ; and this of Fremont does little more than to verify the im- 
pressions derived several years ago from the perusal of his reports. 
We traced in them other and higher qualities than those of the mere sur- 
veyor, engineer, and explorer. Their author seemed to us to possess 
extensive and varied knowledge, large fertility of resource, and no small 
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measure of administrative and executive talent. We learn through this 
memoir, that whatever genius he had was fashioned into efficient ability 
by a thorough education, classic, mathematical, and industrial, and that, 
so far as he has occupied places of civic trust, he has made good the 
prestige of his pioneer tactics. Independently of its bearing upon 
the Presidential election, the book has a permanent worth, at once as 
affording a fresh example of the success that waits on persevering en- 
deavor, and as giving wide currency to a chapter of our country’s 
history, which has to-day an importance that Fremont himself can 
hardly have imagined when he accumulated the materials for it. 


8.—1. Erercises on Words. Designed as a Course of Practice on the 
Rudiments of Grammar and Rhetoric. By Witi1am Russe. 
Boston: Whittemore, Niles, and Hall. 1856. 12mo. pp. 225. 

2.— The Elements of Punctuation ; with Rules on the Use of Capital 
Letters. Being an Abridgment of the * Treatise on English Puné- 
tuation.” Prepared for Schools. By Joun Wirson. Boston: 
Crosby, Nichols, & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 152. 


Mr. Russert has been well known for thirty years or more as an 
elocutionist of rare taste, skill, and power, and as an eminently eflicient 
teacher in that almost indefinitely extended department which embraces 
the derivation and form of words, and their use, whether in conversation, 
oratory, or written composition. In smaller, yet numerous circles, he 
has been no less favorably known as with few peers and no superiors 
in those graces of social intercourse which constitute that “highest 
style of man,” — the Christian gentleman. The book before us is wor- 
thy of his reputation, and we can hardly give it greater praise than this. 
It covers the entire department indicated above, and as a guide in or- 
thoepy, orthography, and the choice and arrangement of words, it is all 
that could be desired, and is a model work both for conciseness and 
thoroughness of treatment. While it is perfectly adapted for the use 
of schools, we doubt whether there is any one, unless it be a professed 
and accomplished teacher of grammar, rhetoric, and oratory, who could 
read it without profit. 

We have already expressed our sense of the superlative merit of Mr. 
Wilson’s larger work. The abridgment is carefully made, and is 
adapted to do excellent service as a school manual. One could hardly 
fill an editorial chair for the briefest period, without being impressed, 
by the diversity of systems and no-systems of punctuation submitted to 
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his revision, with the carelessness with which this important subject has 
been treated, and its essential moment as a branch of school education. 





9.— The Marble- Worker's Manual. Designed for the Use of Marble- 
Workers, Builders, and Owners of Houses. Translated from the 
French, by M. L. Boota. With an Appendix concerning Amer- 
ican Marbles. New York: Sheldon, Blakeman, & Co. 1856. pp. 
256. 


Ir strikes us that there are some inaccuracies of nomenclature in 
this Manual. For instance, granite is called a marble. We had sup- 
posed that it lacked the calcareous properties involved in the very name 
and idea of marble. But, with some few and slight exceptions, the 
treatise seems to be perfect in its kind. It gives in detail the com- 
position, properties, and adaptations of the different stones, with the 
modes and instruments employed in working them, together with a full 
vocabulary of technical terms. The treatise on American marbles 
describes all the marble-quarries at present worked in the United 
States. It appears that “ Vermont is the Marble State.” Among its 
choicest varieties —the most precious of all—is a serpentine closely 
resembling the verd antique, but superior to it in durability and in its 
resistance to the action of fire and acids. “ When polished, it is a 
rich and beautiful green, veined with white, and mottled.” It is 
found in the town of Roxbury,— the only source now open in the 
world for the supply of this surpassingly beautiful material for building 
and ornament. The marble-quarries of Vermont earn at the present 
time a gross annual revenue of more than a million of dollars. 


10.— Chronological History of the United States. Arranged with 
Plates on Bem’s Principle. By Evizanetn P. Peasnopy. New 
York: Sheldon, Blakeman, & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 312. 


Bem’s mode of teaching history is a system of pictorial mnemonics. 
Each century is represented by a plate or section of a plate, divided 
into four quarter-century blocks, which are subdivided by thinner lines 
into year-compartments. Each of the leading nations has its color. 
Each year has nine divisions or loci, to which are assigned respectively 
“ Battles, Sieges, Beginnings of War”; “Conquests, Annexations, 
Unions”; “ Losses and Disasters”; “ Falls of States”; “ Foundations 
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of States, and Revolutions”; “Treaties and Sundries”; “ Births”; 
“ Deeds”; and “ Deaths of Remarkable Individuals.” By connecting 
charts on this system with a local or general history, it is designed to 
fix on the mental retina of the pupil a visual image of the events nar- 
rated in the text, so that by recurring to this image he can recall the 
events. The plan has worked well in the hands of practical teachers 
on both continents. We were conversant in our boyhood with two no 
less complicated systems of mnemonics, and know from experience that a 
diagram with a hundred squares may so phototype itself on the memory, 
as to facilitate the recollection of disconnected series of names, events, 
or ideas. But with us what we learned by such helps has survived our 
recollection of their details, and is remembered while they are forgotten. 
We therefore imagine that “ Bem’s Principle” will be found more ef- 
ficient in the acquisition than in the preservation of historical knowl- 
edge. Ilowever this may be, Miss Peabody has performed her work 
with great fidelity; and, even were no use made of the charts, she 
has furnished, independently of them, an accurate and valuable school 
manual of the history of the United States. 





11.— Signs of the Times: Letters to Ernst Moritz Arndt on the 
Dangers to Religious Liberty in the Present State of the World. By 
CuristiAN Caartes Jostas Bunsen, D.D., D.C. L., D. Ph. 
Translated from the German by Susanna Winkwortu. New 
York: Harper and Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 440. 


Tue Chevalier Bunsen’s writings are not easy reading, but they are 
always worth the effort it costs to master them. With all his lack of 
method, he is in no sense a desultory writer. Every thought, argu- 
ment, and illustration has a direct relevancy to the subject in hand ; 
but the materials of a book, chapter, or letter are suffered to lie where 
they chance to fall, instead of being artistically grouped. The work 
before us is devoted to the elucidation of the two leading phenomena of 
the religious world at the present day, which Bunsen defines to be “ the 
spontaneous and powerful development of the principle of association, 
and the evident increase of the power of the clergy or hierarchy.” This 
last in its personal form is precluded in our country by the voluntary 
system; but it may be questioned whether there has not been even 
among us a growth of impersonal church-power, concurrently with the 
increase of scope and power in extra-ecclesiastical associations. The 
specific details discussed by Bunsen appertain to Prussia and Con- 
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tinental Europe; but the principles which they are made to elucidate 
belong equally to all Christendom. The book ought to be read with 
peculiar interest here; for the author is a strenuous advocate of the 
largest religious liberty. To his eye, too, the signs of the times favor 
freedom; for he beholds the association principle on the ascendant, 
while it is the death-spasms that give a brief strength to the pontifical 
and hierarchical element. 


12.— Sermons on Various Subjects, written and preached at different 
Places and Times, during his Publie Ministry of Forty-four Years. 
By Apam Empire, D.D., late Rector of St. James’s Church, Rich- 
mond, Virginia. New York: Dana & Co. 1856. 24mo. pp. 511. 


Tue Preface to this volume makes the author an object of sympa- 
thy and reverence. Almost all the sermons bear dates prior to 1818, 
since which period impaired health has compelled Dr. Empie to be 
in great part an ex tempore preacher. He yet remained for thirty- 
five years longer in the diligent and earnest discharge of the duties 
of his sacred office, to which, till growing infirmity forbade their contin- 
uance, he was also obliged to annex the labors of an instructor. Now 
disabled for public service, and prevented, as he says, by “ diseased eyes 
and half-paralyzed fingers,” from performing the task of revision, he yet 
cannot persuade himself to remain inactive, and publishes these Ser- 
mons, most manifestly with no thought of fame, but that he may still 
plead with those who were wont to listen to him, in behalf of the great 
themes of Christian faith and duty. Tried by the standard which 
this personal narrative affords, the discourses are worthy of the highest 
praise. They display neither surpassing genius nor extraordinary 
erudition ; but they are chaste in style, elevated in thought, fervent in 
feeling, direct in appeal, and redolent throughout of a spirit self-conse- 
crated to the noblest ends. These characteristics give them (their age 
considered) a wonderful freshness and timeliness, — properties which 
do not attach themselves to vague and purposeless religious harangues, 
but which cleave permanently to discourses that had a close adaptation 
to the time when and the place where they first did service ; for, hu- 
man nature and its needs remaining essentially unchanged, the sermon 
which has once successfully met those needs cannot easily be out of 
place or grow obsolete. 
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18.— Elements of Moral Philosophy ; Analytical, Synthetical, and 
Practical. By Hvussarp Wrinstow. New York: D. Appleton 
& Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 480. 


Tus is, so far as we know, a unique treatise, and enters on its 
sphere of service without a rival. It is “synthetical and practical,” 
much more than it is “analytical.” It for the most part shuns discus- 
sion, and, whenever possible, evades the ground for it. Yet it embraces 
a positive, clearly defined, and comprehensive system of ethics. The 
author’s aim is to elicit the facts of consciousness, and so to expand 
and interpret them as to make them cover the entire field of duty. 
Under this treatment intuition supersedes argument, and propositions, 
which could be reached only by weary and doubtful ratiocination, ap- 
pear self-evident. Under every head, the coincidence of Christian 
morality with the deductions from consciousness is clearly indicated, 
yet never in such a way as to throw the burden of proof upon reve- 
lation, but, on the other hand, so as to derive from natural ethics a cu- 
mulative argument for the Divine origin of Christianity. As an edu- 
cational text-book, this work will command a ready preference before 
others, where the object is to impress sound and systematized views 
of moral obligation, its basis and its scope, without reference to the 
history or polemics of the science. As to the general reader, we know 
of no other ethical treatise that can meet the wants of so large a public. 
The very simplicity of method and precision of style, which will com- 
mend it to the perusal of persons of limited culture, can only insure for 
it the higher appreciation from those who know how much easier it is 
to be obscure than to be perspicuous on subjects of abstract science. 


14.— The Imitation of Christ. By Tuomas & Kempts. Rendered 
into English from the original Latin, by Jonn Payne. With an 
Introductory Essay, by Tuomas Cuatmers, D.D. Edited by 
Howarp Matcom, D.D. A new, improved Edition, with a Life 
of the Author, by C. Uttmay, D.D. Boston: Gould and Lincoln. 
1854. 24mo. pp. 283. 

Tere seems here a needless array of “middle-men” between the 
medieval saint and his American readers. What Dr. Malcom has 
done for the work does not distinctly appear; but whatever it is, his 
name is our warrant that it is well done. Dr. Chalmers’s Essay is an 
apology for the intense and seemingly exclusive importance attached 
by Thomas 4 Kempis to personal goodness, an importance which 
there is little danger of exaggerating in our day. The Scotch divine 
probably errs in ascribing to his author a latent assent to the dogma of 
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“justification by faith” in the form in which it has been held by mod- 
ern Protestants. Ullman’s memoir embraces all that is known of the 
good monk, with a critical analysis of his writings; and this renders 
the present edition of “The Imitation” preferable to any other. Of 
the work itself it is superfluous to speak. On the table, in the closet of 
every Christian, if there are but two books, this should be the second. 





15.— Western Africa: its History, Condition, and Prospects. By 
Rev. J. Lerguron Witson, eighteen Years a Missionary in Af- 
rica, and now one of the Secretaries of the Presbyterian Board of 
Foreign Missions. With numerous Engravings. New York: Har- 
per and Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 527. 


Tuts book is another of the very numerous contributions made by 
the missionary enterprise to the world’s science and knowledge. It 
leaves nothing to be desired as regards the topography, history, social 
state, and capabilities of the vast region which it covers. It is hopeful 
in its view of what Christian philanthropy may do for Africa. It 
seems to us one of the most strongly marked books of the year. It has 
no attractiveness of style; but it possesses the merit of painstaking 
accuracy, and is a precious memorial of the author’s skill and energy 
as an explorer, no less than of his zeal and heroism as a captain in the 
“ sacramental host.” 





16.— The Recent Progress of Astronomy ; especially in the United 
States. By Exvtas Loomis, LL. D., Professor of Mathematics and 
Natural Philosophy in the University of the City of New York. 
Third Edition, mostly rewritten and much enlarged. New York: 
Harper and Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 396. 


Ir would require a full-length article to say what we should wish to 
say concerning this treatise. With improved instruments and rapidly 
multiplied observatories, the last twenty years, without essentially mod- 
ifying previous theories, have greatly enriched the domain of descriptive 
astronomy, and accumulated ample materials for larger generalizations. 
Professor Loomis’s work comprises not only the discoveries of these 
latter years, but descriptions (with plates) of improved instruments and 
new observatories. The author, though for the most part he confines 
himself to narrative and description, enters occasionally upon the dis- 
cussion of questions still open; as, for instance, with reference to the 
asteroids, which, he maintains by an elaborate and cumulative argu- 
ment, are not fragments of a larger planet. It is gratifying to find how 
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prominent a place our own country is prepared to occupy in future dis- 
covery, both through the scientific genius now enlisted in astronomical 
observation and calculation, and by the means of prosecuting research 
afforded and maintained through public and private munificence. The 
recent endowment and inauguration of the Dudley Observatory mark 
a proud and hopeful epoch in the history of American science. 


17.— The Camel. His Organization, Habits, and Uses, considered with 
Reference to his Introduction into the United States. By Grorce 
P. Marsu. Boston: Gould and Lincoln. 1856. 1l6mo. pp. 224. 


In this pleasant volume, Mr. Marsh has condensed a great deal of 
valuable and curious information, not only about the physiology and 
habits of the * Ship of the Desert,” but about its proper use and man- 
agement. Ilis book is more than a treatise: it is as entertaining as a 
book of travels, and abounds in pictures from memory of life in the 
desert and in the East. In the earlier chapters there are evidences of 
that extensive scholarship and acquaintance with many tongues, for 
which the writer has so enviable a fame. We are not so sanguine as 
Mr. Marsh seems to be of success in the introduction of the camel on 
our Western plains and deserts, but we are glad tlfat so good a beginning 
has been made in the experiment. The camel properly belongs to a 
rude and stationary civilization, which his slow pace and simple food 
aptly represent. We hope that the completion of the Pacific Railroad 
will forestall his race in New Mexico and Utah. 





18. — Human Physiology, Statical and Dynamical: or the Conditions 
and Course of the Life of Man. By Joux Wicitiam Drarer, 
M. D., LL. D., Professor of Chemistry and Physiology in the Uni- 
versity of New York. Illustrated with nearly 300 Wood Engrav- 
ings. New York: Harper and Brothers. 1856. 8vo. pp. 649. 


Tuis book comes to hand too late in our quarter for the critical ex- 
amination which it deserves. We perceive, however, that it is full and 
thorough beyond all previous similar treatises that we have seen, and 
that as to descriptive detail and the entire theory of organization, it 
comprises the latest discoveries and embodies the latest conclusions of 
science. As to the more general reasonings, which form but a small 
portion of the volume, it will not command universal assent ; and the 
closing chapter on “ Social Mechanics,” while it contains very valuable 
materials, seems to us to lack completeness and point. 
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Annals of the Astronomical Observatory of Harvard College. Vol. I. 
Part I. Cambridge. 1856. 

Statistical Information relating to certain Branches of Industry in Massa- 
chusetts, for the Year ending June 1, 1855. Prepared from Official Re- 
turns, by Francis De Witt, Secretary of the Commonwealth. Boston. 1856. 

Thirty-sixth Annual Report of the Directors of the Mercantile Library 
Association of the City of Boston. Boston. 1856. 

The Signet-Ring and its Heavenly Motto. Translated from the German. 
Boston: Gould & Lincoln. 1856. 

Address at the Social Festival of the Bar of Worcester County, Massa- 
chusetts, February 7, 1856. By Hon. Emory Washburn. Worcester. 1856. 

Annual Report of the American Peace Society, together with the Speeches 
and other Proceedings at its Twenty-eighth Anniversary. Boston. 1856, 

Norton’s Literary Register, or Annual Book List, for 1856. A Catalogue 
of Books, including New Editions and Reprints, published in the United States 
during the Year 1855; containing Titles, Number of Pages, Prices, and 
Names of Publishers, with an Index of Subjects. New York: Charles B. 
Norton. 1856. 

Catalogue of the Theological Seminary of the Diocese of Ohio, and Ken- 
yon College, 1855-56. Gambier. 1856. 

Circular and Catalogue of the Albany Female Academy, founded A. D. 
1814, incorporated February 16, 1821. Albany: Sprague & Co. 1856. 

Annual Report, presented by the Executive Committee of the Bible Society 
of Massachusetts, at their Annual Meeting, Boston, May 26, 1856, being the 
47th Anniversary. Boston. 1856. 

Religion in Common Schools. By Rev. R. S. Rust, A.M. New York. 
1856. 

The Method of introducing Religion into Common Schools. By Rev. R. S. 
Rust, A. M. New York. 1856. 

Library of Select Novels. No. 201. John Halifax, Gentleman. By the 
Author of ‘‘The Head of the Family,” ‘ Olive,’’ &.— No. 202. Evelyn 
Marston. By the Author of “‘ Emilia Wyndham,”’ ‘‘ Two Old Men’s Tales,”’ 
‘“* The Heiress of Haughton,”” &c. New York: Harper & Brothers. 1856. 

Harper's Story-Books. By Jacob Abbott. No. 20. Rambles among the 
Alps. —No. 21. The Three Gold Dollars ; or, An Account of the Adventures 
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of Robin Green. — No. 22. The Gibraltar Gallery; being an Account of 
various Things both Curious and Useful. New York: Harper & Brothers. 
1856. 

Proceedings of the Pennsylvania Yearly Meeting of Progressive Friends, 
held at Longwood, Chester County, Fifth Month, 1856. New York. 1856. 

Twenty-sixth Annual Report of the Boston Port Society, 1855-56. 
Boston. 1856. 

The Sumner Outrage. A Full Report of the Speeches at the Meeting of 
Citizens in Cambridge, June 2, 1856, in Reference to the Assault on Senator 
Sumner in the Senate-Chamber at Washington. Cambridge. 1856. 

Address of the Rev. Lyman Whiting, of Portsmouth, N. H., at the Anni- 
versary of the American Home Missionary Society, New York, May 7, 1856. 
New York. 1856. 

A Brief Sketch of a Lecture delivered before the Essex Institute, May 12, 
1856, respecting the Founders of Salem and the First Church. Salem. 1856. 

** Whosoever committeth Sin, is the Servant of Sin.” A Sermon preached 
to the Second Parish in Saco, on Sunday Morning, June 15, 1856. By J. T. 
G. Nichols. Saco. 1856. 

Life the Test of Learning. A Discourse before the Graduating Class of 
Harvard College, delivered June 15, 1856. By Frederic D. Huntington, 
D. D., Preacher to the University, and Plumer Professor of Morals. Cam- 
bridge: John Bartlett. 1856. 

A Reign of Terror. A Sermon preached in Union Street Church, Bangor, 
on Sunday Evening, June 1, 1856. By Joseph Henry Allen. Bangor. 1856. 

Address illustrative of the Nature and Power of the Slave States, and the 
Duties of the Free States; delivered at the Request of the Inhabitants of the 
Town of Quincy, on Thursday, June 5, 1856. By Josiah Quincy. Boston: 
Ticknor & Fields. 1856. 

Fifth Annual Catalogue and Circular of the Brooklyn Heights Seminary, 
for the Year ending June 27, 1856. New York. 1856. 

Reports of the Board of Visitors, Trustees, Superintendent, Treasurer, and 
Building Committee of the New Hampshire Asylum for the Insane, June Ses- 
sion, 1856. Concord. 1856. 

Fourth Annual Report of the Trustees of the Free Public Library. Pre- 
sented to the City Council, March 31, 1856. New Bedford. 1856. 

Statement of the Relations of Rufus W. Griswold with Charlotte Myers 
(called Charlotte Griswold), Elizabeth F. Ellet, Ann S. Stephens, Samuel J. 
Waring, Hamilton R. Searles, and Charles D. Lewis, with particular Refer- 
ence to the Jate unsuccessful Attempt to have set aside the Decree granted in 
1852 by the Court of Common Pleas of Philadelphia County, in the Case of 
Griswold vs. Griswold. Philadelphia. 1856. 

The Martins of Cro’ Martin. By Charles Lever. New York: Harper 
& Brothers. 1856. 

Religion in America ; or, An Account of the Origin, Relation to the State, 
and Present Condition of the Evangelical Churches in the United States. 
With Notices of the Unevangelical Denominations. By Robert Baird. New 
York: Harper & Brothers. 1556. pp. 696. 
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Life of General Daniel Morgan, of the Virginia Line of the Army of the 

United States, with Portions of his Correspondence ; compiled from authentic 
Sources. By James Graham. New York: Derby & Jackson. 1856. 
12mo. pp. 475. 

Confidential Correspondence of the Emperor Napoleon and the Empress 
Josephine, including Letters from the Time of their Marriage until the Death 
of Josephine, and also several Private Letters from the Emperor to his Brother 
Joseph, and other important Personages. With numerous illustrative Notes 
and Anecdotes. By John S. C. Abbott. New York: Mason Brothers. 
1856. 12mo. pp. 404. 

Victoria; or, The World Overcome. By Caroline Chesebro’. New 
York: Derby & Jackson. 1856. 12mo. pp. 465. 

The Daisy Chain; or, Aspirations. A Family Chronicle. By the Author 
of ** The Heir of Redclyffe,’’ ‘* Heartsease,” ete. In 2 vols. New York: 
D. Appleton & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 314, 309. 

Memorials of his Time, by Henry Cockburn. New York: D. Appleton 
& Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 442. 

The Confessions of J. J. Rousseau. Period First. New York: Calvin 
Blanchard. 1856. pp. 309. 

The Poetical Works of John Skelton: principally according to the Edition 
of the Rev. Alexander Dyce. In 3 vols. Boston: Little, Brown, & Co. 
1856. Il6mo. pp. exlvii., 250, 437, 453. 

Siebert’s Wold: A Tale. By the Author of “ Sunbeam Stories.’ 
ton: James Munroe & Co. 1856, 16mo. pp. 258. 

The History of Massachusetts. The Provincial Period. By John Stetson 
Barry. Boston: Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 1856. 8vo. pp. 514. 

Message from the President of the United States to the two Houses of 
Congress, at the Commencement of the First Session of the Thirty-fourth 
Congress. Part I]. Washington. 1855. pp. 432. 

The Life and Adventures of James P. Beckwourth, Mountaineer, Scout, 
and Pioneer, and Chief of the Crow Nation of Indians. With Illustrations. 
Written from his own Dictation, by T. D. Bonner. New York: Harper & 
Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 537. 

Elmwood: or, Helen and Emma. By Cora Mayfield. Boston: James 
Munroe & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 350. 

The Angel in the House. The Espousals. Boston: Ticknor & Fields. 
1856. l6mo. pp. 204. 

Currency, self-regulating and elastic, explained in a Letter to His Grace 
the Duke of Argyll; with Introductory Chapters on the Nature of Capital, 
and of Money, and an Historical Sketch of British Currency Systems. Lon- 
don: Longman, Brown, Green, & Longmans. 1855. pp. 367. 

The Medical Profession in Ancient Times. An Anniversary Discourse 
delivered before the New York Academy of Medicine, November 7, 1855. 
By John Watson, M. D., Surgeon to the New York Hospital. New York. 
1856. pp. 222. 

Clara ; or, Slave Life in Europe. With a Preface by Sir Archibald Alison, 
Bart. New York: Harper & Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 533. 
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Lays of Ancient Rome: with Ivy, and The Armada. By Thomas Babing- 
ton Macaulay. Boston: James Munroe & Co. 1856. 16mo. pp. 181. 

The Tongue of Fire ; or, The Power of Christianity. By William Arthur, 
A. M., Author of ** The Successful Merchant,’’ ete. New York: Harper & 
Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 354. 

Helen Lincoln: A Tale. By Carrie Capron. New York: Harper & 
Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 308. 

An Address delivered before the Members of the Schools, and the Citizens 
of Quincy, July 4, 1856. By Charles Francis Adams. Boston: Little, 
Brown, & Co. 1856. “ 

A History of the Struggle for Slavery Extension or Restriction in the 
United States, from the Declaration of Independence to the Present Day. 
Mainly compiled and condensed from the Journals of Congress and other 
Official Records, and showing the Vote by Yeas and Nays on the most 
important Divisions in either House. By Horace Greeley. New York: Dix, 
Edwards, & Co. 1856. 

The Duty of the American Scholar to Politics and the Times. An Ora- 
tion, delivered on Tuesday, August 5, 1856, before the Literary Societies of 
Wesleyan University, Middletown, Conn. By George William Curtis. 
New York: Dix, Edwards, & Co. 1856. 

Topics of Jurisprudence connected with Conditions of Freedom and Bond- 
age. By John C. Hurd, Counsellor at Law. New York: D. Van Nos- 
trand. 1856. 

Four Letters to a Baptist. By a Layman of Alabama. New York: 
Dana & Co. 1856. 

Considerations for a Candid Mind inquiring after Divine Truth. New 
York: Dana & Co. 1856. 

Memoirs of Celebrated Characters. By Alphonse de Lamartine. Vol. 
III. New York: Harper & Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 323. 

Modern Greece: A Narrative of a Residence and Travels in that Country ; 
with Observations on its Antiquities, Literature, Language, Politics, and 
Religion. By Henry M. Baird, M. A. Illustrated by about Sixty Engrav- 
ings. New York: Harper & Brothers. 1856. 12mo. pp. 380. 

Political Essays. By Parke Godwin. From Contributions to Putnam's 
Magazine. New York: Dix, Edwards, & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 345. 

Comedies. By George H. Calvert. Boston: Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 
1856. 12mo. pp. 125. 

Western Border Life ; or, What Fanny Hunter saw and heard in Kansas 
and Missouri. New York: Derby & Jackson. 1856. 12mo. pp. 408. 

Household Mysteries. A Romance of Southern Life. By Lizzie Petit, 
of Virginia, Author of “‘ Light and Darkness.”” New York: D. Appleton 
& Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 300. 

Cousin Nicholas. By the Rev. Richard Barham, Author of “The In- 
goldsby Legends,”’ etc. Illustrated. Buflalo: A. Burke. 1856. 12mo. 
pp- 377. 

Smithsonian Contributions to Knowledge. — Archeology of the United 
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States, or Sketches, Historical and Bibliographical, of the Progress of Informa- 
tion and Opinion respecting Vestiges of Antiquity in the United, States. By 
Samuel F. Haven. New York: G. P. Putman & Co. 1856. 4to. pp. 168. 

The Legal Profession: an Address delivered before the Law Department 
of the University of Louisville, Kentucky, February 20th, 1856, by Hon. 
Bellamy Storer, of Ohio. Cincinnati. 1856. 

Appletons’ Railway and Steam-Navigation Guide, for the United States 
and the Canadas. No. III. September, 1856. New York: D. Appleton 
& Co. pp. 240. 

Seventh Annual Report of the New England Female Medical College. 
Boston. 1856. 

Dred; a Tale of the Great Dismal Swamp. By Harriet Beecher Stowe. 
In 2 vols. Boston: Phillips, Sampson, & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 329, 370. 

Essays. By Theophilus Parsons. Second Series. Boston: Crosby, 
Nichols, & Co. 1856. 12mo. pp. 285. 
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through the Seaboard Slave States, no- 
ticed, 278. 

Orleans, Duc @’, 
quences, as described by 
et seq. 

Osgood, Mrs. Frances, her apology for Poe, 
454. 

Ossoli, Margaret ty her At Home and 
Abroad, noticed, 26 


his death and its conse- 
Heine, 306 


Peabody, Elizabeth P., her History of the 
United States, noticed, 556. 

Perkins, Thomas H., article on, 217 —his 
education and early life, 219—his first 
voyage to France, #%.—his service to 
Lafi iyette, 220 — extracts from his jour- 
nal in France, 221— his visit to George 
Washington, 225 — his vigorous old age, 
230 — his phils my | , 231. 

Perry, Commodore W. C., narrative of his 








Japanese expedition, revie — 233 — 
his de sparture and course, 237 — his ne- 


gotiations, 238 — difliculties inte rposed, 
250. 

Philip II. of Spain, his accession to the 
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noticed, 554. 


Vasco de Gama, his voyages and discov- 
eries, 460. 
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Whately, Archbishop, his Elements of Log- 
ic, 387 — his style, 402. 

William, Prince of Orange, his attitude 
under Alva’s administration, 204 — his 
military operations, 205 — his death, 215 
—his character as contrasted with Phil- 
ip’s, td. 

Willis, N. P., his apology for Poe, 454. 

Wilson, Rev. J. Leighton, his Western Af- 
rica, noticed, 560. 

Wilson, John, his Elements of Punctua- 
tion, noticed, 555. 

Wilson, W. D., his Treatise on Logic, re- 
viewed, 382 —its merits, 391— on the 
quantification of the predicate, 392 — 
on the law of causation, 396—on the 
classification of realities, 397. 

Winslow, Hubbard, his Elements of Moral 
Philosophy, noticed, 559. 


Genealogies of, re- 


Zaidee, reviewed, 337 —its merits and de- 


merits, 338. 








